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HENRY

WADSWORTH

LONGFELLOW

FEBRUARY,

1907

HENRY WADSWORTH
LONGFELLOW
ENRY W. LONGFELLOW was born
in Portland, Maine, on February 27,
1807.
He came from a very honorable family, his father being a graduate of Harvard and a renowned
lawyer of Portland.
On his mother’s
side, Longfellow could boast of John Adden and
Priscilla Mullen, two New Englanders of such a

noble character that Longfellow immortalized them in “The Courtship of

Miles Standish.”
Henry inherited from his father a hatred of everything
offensive to good taste or noble feeling, as a fellow-student wrote of him
later on: “He was an agreeable companion, kindly and social in his manner, rendering himself dear to his associates by his disposition and deportment.”
In Longfellow’s youth, Portland was a beautiful city, its magnificent
scenery and wealth of shady trees earning for it the name, “Forest City.”
It was likewise a commercial city, and many merchant vessels were to be
seen in its fine harbor. It was the combat in this harbor between the British
brig Boxer and the United States brig Enterprise, in which the captains of
both vessels lost their lives, in 1812, that inspired the touching poem, “My
Lost Youth.”

At the age of fifteen Longfellow
gained

entered

Bowdoin

the esteem of all by his lovable character.

tion to study placed him among

College, where

His energy

and

the very first in a large class.

he

applica-

While

at

college he composed several excellent poems, which show to some extent the

influence of Bryant.
That a literary career seemed to be his choice is evident from the, following extract of a letter to his father: “The fact is, I
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most eagerly aspire after future eminence
most ardently for it. .
for knowledge or not, she
for literary pursuits; and
ever rise in the world, it

.

.
has,
I am
must

in literature; my

soul burns

Whether nature has given me any capacity
at any rate, given me a strong predilection
almost confident in believing that, if I can
be by the exercise of my talent in the wide

field of literature.”
;
After graduation from college in 1825, a short time spent at studying
law in his father’s office convinced him that his aspirations lay not in that

direction.

A short time after a department of modern languages was estab-

lished at Bowdoin, and Longfellow’s linguistic abilities having been noticed,
he was elected professor.
Granted a leave of absence, he made a tour of
Europe, studying the character, language, and’ customs of the people of
France, Germany, Italy, Spain, Holland, and England. After his return,
he taught for five years in his Alma Mater, meeting with great success.
During this time he wrote a little work in prose called “Outre Mer,” a book
resembling Irving’s “Sketch Book.”
It described some of the scenes met
with abroad.

The occasion of a tender poem, the “Footsteps of Angels,” was the death
of his wife, Miss Mary Storer Potter, to whom he had been married in 1831.
This well-cultured and beautiful lady died at Rotterdam in November,
1835, while on a visit with the poet to Europe.
Longfellow’s reputation as a teacher and writer was becoming widespread,
and accordingly when the resignation of Professor George Ticknor left
vacant the chair of modern languages and literature at Harvard, our poet
was called to Cambridge to take up the work as professor there. As on a
similar occasion, Longfellow spent two years abroad before entering on
his new duties.
When he returned, he took up residence in the historic
Craigie house, once made famous by the fact that it was Washington’s headquarters, and now to be made still more illustrious by the presence there of
America’s greatest poet. For seventeen years Longfellow taught at Harvard,

a faithful teacher and a trusty guide in the path of American and foreign
literature. As a writer of great merit, he gained the friendship of several
eminent men, with three of whom, Felton, Hawthorne, and Sumner, he

held relations particularly close. Lowell also, and Agassiz, find affectionate
remembrance in some of Longfellow’s poems.
The year 1839 was a banner year for American poetry, for it was at that
time that Longfellow published a volume of poems entitled “Voices of the
Night.”

What

beauty and pathos in that little masterpiece,

and the Flowers”!

“The

Reaper

Longfellow himself, in writingit, could not restrain

his feelings, for, as he says, he wrote that poem “with peace in his heart
And then the courage and hope exand not without tears in his eyes.”

. pressed in the “Psalm of Life.”

Another volume of poems appeared two

years later, and by this volume were made known to the literary world the

ballad, “The Wreck of the Hesperus,” as also that excellent description of
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a life of humble but faithful labor, “The Village Blacksmith.”
The little
poem “Excelsior” symbolizes the struggles of a man of genius in the accom-

plishment of his purpose.

“The Spanish Student,” a drama, appeared in

1843, and it was followed by “Poems on Slavery,” which were anti-slavery
* toa high degree. In the same year the poet married Miss Frances Elizabeth

Appleton, of Boston, by whom he had five children.

For a short time after

his marriage the poet went to the old-fashioned country-seat of his grandfather. It was this place that Longfellow commemorated in the poem, “The

Old Clock on the Stairs.”

Longfellow’s masterpiece, the pathetic tale of the beautiful “Evangeline,”
appeared in 1845.
The popularity which this work enjoys proves that its
merit is real, and that the story of Evangeline will ever continue to be
looked upon as one of the masterpieces of the English language.
After “Evangeline” came several other poems of interest, notably “The
Building of the Ship” and “Hiawatha.”
The peculiar rhythm of the latter

well befits its mythical and legendary character. Other poems of note are
“Paul Revere’s Ride,” “King Robert of Sicily,” “The Bells of Atri,” “The
Legend Beautiful,” etc. It was in 1841 that Longfellow first conceived the
idea of the “Golden Legend” as one part of the trilogue, “Christus.”
In

1857 the book was ready for publication.

As a trilogue, “Christus” is

hardly to be ranked among his best works.
But the “Golden Legend” is a
faithful picture of the thirteenth century, and the story is told in an interesting manner.
|
:
In 1861 Longfellow experienced a severe blow in the death of his wife,

who was burned to death.

Twenty-one years later his own end came.

He

had lived a life of labor, and as man and poet had won the affection of all.
On March 15, 1882, he finished his last poem, “The Bells of San Blas.”
Nine days after, on March 24, he passed away.
His funeral was as simple
as his life had been, there being present only his family and a few intimate
friends.
But his death was mourned by two continents, and his memory

will not be forgotten as long as his works remain.

His death recalls those

oft-quoted words of his:

“Lives of great men all remind us,
We can make our lives sublime;
And departing, leave behind us

Foot-prints on the sands of time.”
THOMAS

J. CoAKLEY, 713.
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LONGFELLOW’S

POEMS

Sweet strains of music, so they seem,
Enchanting all who follow,
They lead across the grove and stream,
‘O’er moorland and through hollow;
Lead where soft fragrant breezes blow,
Where meadows are the greenest,
Where rarest, fairest wild-flowers grow,
*Neath heaven’s blue serenest ;

Lead through the verdant forests deep,
Where songsters sing the sweetest,
Where tinted ivies twine and creep,
Where the red-deer bounds the fleetest ;
Lead

o’er the most romantic

scenes

Where sun-gold shimmers brightest,
O’er hills and mountains, through ravines
Where the red-man’s step is lightest ;
Lead on and upward evermore
Through realms so heavenly seeming,
Where music rolls from shore to shore,
And the soul is rapt in dreaming.

CLARENCE STOECKLEIN, 708.
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LONGFELLOW ISA
THAN BRYANT

GREATER

POET

Debate of the S. M. I. Business Circle.
Rev. Father,

Brothers,

and Fellow-Members

of the

Circle—

I feel greatly honored to addresg you on such an interes
ting subject, and
I will, with the cooperation of Mr. Pierce, endeavor
to convince you that
we have the better end of the argument.
How do these authors compare?
First of all, they will admit of no
comparison as poets. Their style and the quality of their
verse are entirely
different.
Longfellow is the poet of humanity; his writings bring
forth,
with wonderful vividness, his great. sympathy with the
sufferings end trials
of the human race. Bryant, however, is rather the poet
of nature, and his
writings, which are not nearly so varied or numerous
as those of Longfellow, while showing a love of nature, are pervaded
with a puritanicai
coldness ; they express no sympathy with the sufferings
of his fellow-men,
but are confined to his own thoughts and communions
with nature.
Longfellow’s views are broader.
He has also written of nature, but has
not limited his writings to this or to any other particular
subject. On the
other hand, they cover a very wide range of thought.
My opponent may
accept this as a breach into which to thrust an argument
by claiming that,
though Longfellow’s writings are varied, he has not touched
skillfully or
thoughtfully on any particular one.
This objection will fall immediately,
for one of Longfellow’s greatest gifts as a poet is his artistic
and mechanical
power of throwing his whole heart and soul into that about
which he writes.
Edwin Whipple says of him:
“His manner is ever adapted to his’ theme.
By saying that a poem is artistical, we mean that its form corresp
onds with
its spirit, and that it is fashioned into the likeness of the thought
or emotion it is intended to convey.
The best artist is he who accommodates his
diction to his subject, and in this sense Longfellow is an
artist.” Another
great characteristic, that of addressing the moral nature through
the imagination, of linking moral truth to intellectual beauty, is
of far greater
excellence.
In his poem, “The Skeletonin Armor,” which, as Mrs. Griswold very truly says, is one of his best poems, he manages
a very difficult

verse. with great skill; in reading this piece, the rough, ravenou
s battle-

spirit must make the reader’s blood, whether willing or not, rush
and tingle
in warlike sympathy.
Lhe morals of his poems are not egotistic.
It may be said of him that
all his poems have a moral.
There is always a tendency in his mind to
evolve some useful meaning from his finest imaginations, but these
moral
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lessons are not thrust intrudingly forward; they rather flow naturally from
the subject, for his poetry reflects the nobility of his own generous heart.
Longfellow’s verse is neutral.
It occupies a position half way between
the poetry of actual life and the poetry of transcendentalism, or that which
lies beyond the ordinary intellect to understand.
Therefore, like all neutrals, he is open to attack from both sides; but, I think, he has hit fhe exact
point, beyond which no poet can at present go without being ridiculed or
neglected entirely.
He idealizes real common life in “The Village Blacksmith”; he displays, by a series of pictures, the life of a man of genius, in
“Excelsior” ; he embodies common and familiar thoughts in beautiful and
ennobling forms in “The Psalm of Life”; and in all of his poems he discerns and addresses some of the finest sentiments of the human heart.
But, withal, unlike Bryant, he never soars into those regions of abstract
imagination, whither the bodily eye cannot follow.
The composition and arrangement
Bryant is bigoted and anti-catholic.
of “Thanatopsis” are undoubtedly good, but it stops at the grave, and when
considered from a moral and religious point of view, it is strongly objectionNowhere in all those
able. It gives a wholly materialistic view of death.
lines of characteristic beauty, can we find one in which it transcends the
natural order of things, or gives so much as a gleaming of the supernatural
and the infinite, which alone are worthy of the elevated nature of man,
and which alone can satisfy the cravings of his heart. In the last lines of
his poem, he alludes to death as follows:
.
“Approach thy grave
Like one who wraps the drapery of his couch

About him, and lies down to pleasant dreams.”
These lines indeed contain very little of the supernatural. Is life, whether
Are we mortals who struggle with might and
here or hereafter, a dream?
main, who undergo every hardship in view of a better end,—are we, I ask,
No; rather let
but the victims of an hallucination, of a deluding fancy?
like a peak of
Bryant
of
head
the
above
towers
who
Longfellow,
us, with
the Alps above a lowland hill, let us agree in saying:
“Life is real! life is earnest!

And the grave is not its goal;
Dust thou

art, to dust returnest,

Was not spoken of the soul.”
There is something besides the material element in man, and unless
poetry is written with some view to this higher and nobler element, it is

scarcely worthy of the name.

Poetry must elevate.

It must lift the soul

from earth and earthly things, and bring it in close communion with God.

THE

S.

M.

I.

EXPONENT

61

If it fall short of this, it leads to despair.
And any neutral and fairminded person looking at “Thanatopsis” in this light, is bound to acknow]ledge that it tends toward that end. The sole reason of all this is the author’s
bigoted and anti-catholie spirit.
The same hopeless and despairing tone continues throughout the poem.
Again the author writes in reference to death:
“Thou shalt go
To mix forever with the elements,
To be a brother to the insensible rock
And the sluggish clod, which the rude swain
Turns with his share and treads upon.”

No doubt these lines are solemn, impressive, and awe-inspiring, but they
affect the intellect rather than the heart; they are destitute of any word or
thought of our immortal life.
In the depth of our gloom, let us turn to Longfellow for comfort:
“There is no death, what seems so is transition.
This life of mortal breath is
But the suburb of the life Elysian,
Whose portal we call death.”
How well these few lines of his poem, “Resignation,” dispel the dismal
impression made by “Thanatopsis.”
Longfellow is the most widely known. Whatever shortcomings and limitations may be ascribed to Longfellow’s genius, it is certain that no contemporary poet, not even Tennyson in England, has been so universally and
cordially welcomed by the English-speaking race.
Neither has any poet
since Byron, approached so nearly a world-wide reputation, for there is
scarcely any country in Europe where some acquaintance with Longfellow’s
writings is not accounted an essential element of culture.
Longfellow charged with plagiarism.
As regards to the charge of plagiaris made: against Longfellow, we can assert that it is not at all well
founded. Longfellow was a man of extensive reading and ripe culture, and
consequently may have inadvertently used ideas expressed by other writers,
but he always clothes these ideas in his own original style.

Critics tell us that the three requisites for a great poet are, originality,

sympathy, and the sense of the good, the true, and the beautiful. We have
shown that Longfellow possesses these three qualities in the highest degree,
and consequently, every fair-minded judge will not hesitate to rank him

as America’s greatest poet.

Witi1am H. O’Connor, 707.
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WOODMAN’S

SECRET

TEPHEN and I had walked along the road for some time in
silence.
I was engrossed in the beauties of the surrounding
A wy
country and did not immediately notice the expression of sadNe
ness on my companion’s face, hitherto so peaceful.
I glanced
one
at his attire, which consisted of the coarsest clothing, bod I felt
that Stephen was not in his natural sphere.
Something in his
refined face awakened within me a great affection for my friend, and I
pitied him for being bound as he was to drag out his existence on a farm.
As if knowing my thoughts, Stephen suddenly turned to me.
“John,”

he said, “do you know what happened on this day ten years ago?”

J an-

swered in the negative, but remembered that there was some mystery connected with my Aicid
“There,” he continued, “where the railroad makes
a sudden turn around the hillside, a dreadful accident occurred.
Several
persons, among whom was my mother, were killed. I fortunately escaped
with but a few bruises. Your uncle was one of the first to bring aid to the
suffering. My mother’s body was taken to your uncle’s house, and on that
day I received a second mother in your good aunt.
“But your relatives?”
I asked, now deeply interested.
“Therein lies a my stery,” he answered,
slowly.
“There was nothing whatsoever in our possession that could give
a clue to our identity. I myself seem to have been too young to enlighten
the. good people in regard to my family.
Time passed on and no one inGdieed about us. A description ‘of the dead woman and her belongings was
advertised throughout the country, but to no avail. Meanwhile my mother
was buried im the village cemetery, and I was kept and cherished by my
adopted parents, to fill the void in their hearts, caused by the death of their
infant son, but a short time before the accident.
Now I am growing up,
and I fear that I am becoming dissatisfied with the work Providence seems
to have allotted to me.”
“Stephen,” I cried, suddenly receiving an idea,
“what a fine thing it would be if you could enter St. Mary’s with me in
September.
I was just thinking that you were cut out for something be-

sides farming, possibly a lawyer, politician, or poet.”

But my outburst of

“No, John,” he answered,
enthusiasm seemed not to affect my companion.
“my parents are not rich, and father needs me very much on the farm.
No, I could not ask any more education from him, than what I have already
received;

and

from

mother

I have

obtained

that for which

I shall ever be

most thankful, the knowledge of the Catholic Church. But there is another
‘Who am I? is the question that often
subject that concerns me more.
If I only knew this, what changes might not come
makes me downcast.

into my life!” -
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We had reached the farm where Stephen had to perform his day’s work.

I parted from him, feeling disgusted with myself for being an idle, pleasure-

loving fellow, not having a care in the world, while here was a youth who
had never known or sought pleasure outside of the home circle.
Attracted by a thick woods that lay to the north, I turned my steps in
that direction. As I neared the thicket, an echo, as of a hammer, disturbed
the quietness of the place. The solitary forest and the continued hammering with its dull echo, cast a melancholy spell over me.
I entered, curious
as to the cause of the sound, and was surprised to find an aged man hacking at a dead oak tree.
Nearby stood a rude hut, in a space cleared of
brush. As I gazed, unperceived by the bent figure, the dismal spell caused
by the echo was intensified by the scene that met my view.
Everything
before me suggested age and death; the giant trees, some already casting
their leaves; the old hut falling to ruin, and lastly the white-haired man

making feeble efforts with his ax upon the skeleton of what must once have

been a king among the forest trees.
Absorbed in these fancies, I was
startled by an awful crash. The next moment the great tree lay before me,
and to my horror, on the earth beside it, motionless, was the man who had
felled it.
Bending over the prostrate form, I tried to discover some sign of life.
A slight heaving of the breast gave me assurance.
I bathed the face with
water which happened to be near by, and consciousness began to return.
For a moment the man stared at me in a frightened way, then grasped my
hand and began slowly, “Boy, I am dying. When all is over bury me here.”
I made an effort to go for help, but his grasp tightened, and he bade me
remain to hear more. “People have always believed,” he continued, his

voice growing more faint, “that I lived here because of my love for solitude.
I did live in peace until the day of the railroad wreck, when I committed

my first theft, by taking a hand-bag from the body of a richly dressed’
woman.
Since that day I have had no peace.” He spoke with greater diffi--

culty and drew me closer to himself.

“Tell Stephen that I have in my

possession, evidence that will lead to the discovery of his relatives. Tell him
‘that it was not out of malice that I have kept it a secret. It was fear that

silenced my tongue, for the packet contained some valuable jewels.

Say

that I ask his forgiveness, and that I have already suffered much from
remorse of conscience. He will find the hand-bag concealed below the floor

of my hut.” A fit of coughing followed, after which the poor old man gave
a gasp and fell back lifeless.
It was the first time I had been in the presence of death, and it produced

a chilly effect on me. An owl in the thicket uttered a dismal cry, whereupon
I hurriedly made a sign of the cross over the corpse, and started with feel-

ings of mingled joy arid sadness to relate my strange adventure to Stephen.
That afternoon

Stephen

and I sat on the step of the hut in the woods.

Nearby lay the great tree that had been felled in the morning by the hand
of him

who

now

slept in death

near it, beneath

the sod.

A Tude

cross
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marked the final resting-place of the secluded woodman.
We had raised
several loose boards from the floor of the room, and there, securely wrapped,
we had found the treasure we so coveted. The traveling-bag now lay on

the step between us. Besides the ordinary articles needed by travelers it
contained a cluster of jewels, undoubtedly of great value, and a letter
hardly legible from age and dampness, written by one James Richardson of
St. Louis to his daughter and little grandson, Stephen.
As early as possible, communication was made with the writer of the let-

ter. He had been traveling in South America at the time of the accident,
and thus never learned of his daughter’s fate. The old man proved to be
a retired
some time
student of
Stephen
some day

merchant, childless and
with him, after which it
St. Mary’s.
is now at the Institute
an ideal man such as, in

often desired to be.

infirm.
He begged Stephen to spend
was decided he should be enrolled as a
and already gives promise of becoming
his youthful ambitious dreams, he had

ALBERT G. ZENGERLE, ’09.
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EVANGELINE
N

O

doubt every one has heard the story of Evangeline, the
Acadian maiden. Perhaps no creation of Longfellow’s stands
out so vividly before the eye, nor on any did he bestow so
much care and finish as on this, his masterpiece.
Evangeline was the only child of Benedict Bellefontaine,

a wealthy farmer of Grand-Pre, in the most beautiful and

fertile spot of Acadia.
She was a loving child,
she was loved by all, and her father was indeed
had later committed to her the charge of his
into the fields and help the harvesters, and when

who had no
very proud
household.
the Angelus

care or want :
of her, for he
She would go
sounded from

the village steeple she would drop her work and bow her head in prayer.

And every Sunday morning she could be seen, with her beads and her missal

in hand, cheerfully wending her way to the church.
Evangeline’s constant companion was Gabriel Lajeunesse,
Basil, the village blacksmith.

the son of

He was a bright and noble youth and very

popular in the village.
They had been playmates from babyhood up.
Evangeline was now a beautiful maiden of seventeen summers, much sought
after by the youths of the village. But of all her numerous suitors, Gabriel

alone was welcome.

They loved each other as brother and sister.

So had

they lived from childhood, and nothing had ever come between them.
But now a

sad blow fell on their young loving hearts.

The English had

become dissatisfied with the French Acadiaxs, and on pretense of holding a

public meeting, they read a declaration from the king, which ordered all
Acadians away from their homes.
This meant separation for father and
mother, for brother and sister, for lover and sweet: heart, maybe for a time,
and maybe forever.
They were to be scattered all along the coast as far
down as Florida.
The English then set about their task of loading these

poor people onto boats, and not content with this, they applied the torch

to the village.

This

was

too much

for Evangeline’s

old father ; for, on

reaching the seashore, he swooned and died, clasped in the arms of his
daughter. ‘They buried him by the sea, with the intention of giving him a
better burial if they ever returned, which was never to be.
In the tumult of embarkation, families drifted apart,

was separated from her lover, Gabriel.
seaport they landed a few people until
landed the last of the poor Acadians,
father Basil. The exiles lost no time in
ness of their race, they built a house,

stocked ranch.

;
and

Evangeline

The ships set sail, andat every
they reached Louisiana.
Here they
among whom was Gabriel and his
vain regrets, but true to the thriftito which they soon added a well-
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Evangeline, with the village priest, Father
north, but knew not where her lover was, and

Felician, had landed
she became very sad;

far
but

finally, with the good priest’s company, they set out in quest of Gabriel.
They traveled many miles, both on land and water, and at last reached the
blacksmith’s place.
Basil was overjoyed to see them, and when they in-

quired for Gabriel, they learned he had departed for the far north with a
number of trappers.
He, too, was pining for Evangeline as she was for
Gabriel. The next day Evangeline, with Basil, put forth on horseback after
Gabriel. He was only a day in adyance of them, and they were hot on his
trail. They traveled over rivers and meadows, over mountains and plains.
Whenever they reached a village, they would inquire about Gabriel, only to
learn that he had left a few days before. At last they reached a Catholic
mission, and Evangeline related her story to the pious Jesuit, who told her
that Gabriel had sat in that very tent but a few days before and that he had
promised to return in the coming autumn.
So Evangeline waited.
But
Gabriel did not appear that autumn, nor the next. Evangeline then set out
by herself in pursuit.
She wandered from place to place, but could not
find him. At last she gave up in despair. She had now grown old, her face
was drawn, and her hair was beginning to turn gray.
She decided to become a nun and to nurse the poor and the dying for the rest of her days.
Many a soul did she save, for she cared for them as if her own, but never
once did she forget Gabriel.
'
One bright morning, as she was making the rounds of the hospital, she
suddenly started and dropped the flowers she held in her hand; for there
on the bed before her lay an old man, long and thin, with gray locks hanging about his head.
She stopped and cried, “O Gabriel, my beloved!” for
at last she had found him.
He tried to utter her name, but alas! words

failed him,—she pressed his lips, and he passed away.
Not long after Evangeline followed her lover, and now in the little
churchyard in the City of Brotherly Love can be seen the graves of Gabriel
and his faithful Evangeline.
GEORGE McDoNnALp, ’09.
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EVANGELINE’S

GRAVE

I pause beside a crumbling wall,
That guards a place forgot,
A cluster of hoary hemlocks tall
And pinetrees, mark the spot.

It is a hallowed resting-place
That now in ruins lies;
Within no steps leave e’en a trace,—
There nought is heard but sighs.
A sunken grave,
And covered
Some blooming
Surround the

neglect, forlorn,
o’er with moss;
roses, thick with thorn,
humble cross.

The twilight shades the towering trees
That guard that sacred site,
And sway majestic in the breeze
As falls the shroud of night.
The murmurs from the boughs above
Are as a chant divine,

That tells the joy, the pains, the love,

Of sweet Evangeline.
ALBERT

G. ZENGERLE, 09.
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HIAWATHA
the

Class

of ’08.)

HIAWATHA

Hiawatha, the Wise Man, is the most romantic of Longfellow’s
He looms up before us like some demigod of the past, the ideal
manhood, strong as Hercules, graceful as Apollo.
His bravery
his fidelity in friendship, his temperance in prosperity, his patience

creations.
of noble
in battle,
in adver-

sity, are characteristic traits that challenge our admiration and win our love.
Hiawatha’s coming is as mysterious as his passing.
He belongs half to —
earth, and half to heaven.
He is the chosen emissary of the Great Spirit,
clothed with power and majesty as befits his high estate. He is the great
prophet sent to teach the nations, the leader whom they shall follow, the
chief in whom they shall trust to find the way to a better and a higher life.
All things are given into his hand. He is on terms of familiarity with the
birds and beasts of the field and he understands their language; his canoe
bears him whithersoever he willeth ; with a blow he smites the rocks asunder ;
he slays the fiery serpents that guard the entrance to the cave of death and
slays death himself; he calls down the lightnings of heaven to smite his

foes. He sometimes reminds you of
greater than all the prophets. With
teaches his people the mystic art of
plant the maize, and instructs them
having accomplished his labor of love

Moses, at other times of One who is
infinite patience and forbearance he
picture-writing, shows them how to
how to serve the Great Spirit. And
and commended his people to the care

of the Black Robe Chief from the East, he sailsin the light of the setting

sun
“To the Islands of the Blessed,
To the Kingdom of Ponemah,
To the Land of the Hereafter.”
C. HERMANN.
MINNEHAHA

Longfellow, in making Minnehaha the wife of Hiawatha, has shown a
pretty contrast of character between the two. Hiawatha, the great teacher

and prophet of his people, must have a light-hearted companion to offset his
graver nature,

beautiful,

and

dark-eyed

for this purpose

and

happy

was

maiden,

Minnehaha

whose

very

created.

name,

She

was

a

“Laughing

Water,” betokens a harmony, softness and cheerfulness of disposition.
As Hiawatha’s constant companion, she bore with him in all his troubles
and was a sharer in all his joys; indeed, it was for him that she died during

THE

the famine.

S. M.

I. EXPONENT

:

69

And Hiawatha, after her death, still true to his vows, made to

her spirit the promise that he would be with her in “the land of the departed.”

F. HacKMANN.
NOKOMIS

Having fallen from the moon, Nokomis became the mother of fair Wenonah, who after marrying the West-Wind, Mudjekeewis, in turn became the
mother of the gentle Hiawatha.
The West-Wind disappearing and Weno-

nah dying, left Hiawatha to the care of old Nokomis.

|

She nursed Hiawatha

and at an early age began teaching him many things.

She taught him the

language of the birds and beasts of the forest,
“How

the beavers built their lodges,

Where the squirrels hid their acorns,
How the reindeer ran so swiftly,
Why the rabbit was so timid,
Shoved the hipaa wie pied in heaven,
Pathway of the ghosts, the shadows,”
showed the many-colored rainbow and told how
“All the wildflowers of the forest,

All the lilies of the prairie,
When on earth they fade and perish,
Blossom in the heaven above us!”
She advised him in his difficulties and warned him of
Through her careful guidance he grew into a brave and manly
old age when wrinkled and gray, she continued to guide him
parted to “the Happy Hunting-grounds.”
B. W.

his: dangers.
man. In her
until he deFREEMAN.

WENONAH

Wenonah was the mother of Hiawatha.

taught by her good mother, Nokomis.

In her youth she was reared and

She grew up slender and fair asa

lily, “with the beauty of the moonlight” beaming in her countenance. She
was warned by her mother to beware of Mudjekeewis, the “West Wind.”
But she failed to heed the warning, and Hiawatha, “the child of Jove and
sorrow,” was thus born. The hand of sorrow now touched her, her trusting

heart was wrung with grief and anguish, and she died deserted by the WestWind, the false and faithless Mudjekeewis.

C. STOECKLEIN.

MUDJEKEEWIS
Mudjekeewis,

king and master

of the four winds,

who

dwelt upon

the

gusty summits of the Rocky Mountains, was greatly applauded because he
j

-
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stole the collar of wampum from off the neck of the Great Bear.
When
his three sons became of age, he gave a wind to each one to rule, retaining ~
for himself the West Wind.
Wenonah was born on the prairie, and her mother, Nokomis, told her to
beware of the West Wind.
But alas! she was only a weak maiden, and the
West Wind coming wooed her, and a baby boy was born, Hiawatha.
Wenonah died of grief because the West Wind had deserted her. Later Hiawatha

had a great battle with Mudjekeewis, and they were then reconciled.
EK. Batt.
KWASIND

Next to the heart of Hiawatha, after Chibiabos the singer, came
“Kwasind, the very strong man,
The strongest of all mortals.”
In his youth Kwasind was considered very lazy by his people.
His mother
would tell him to go fishing and hunting with the rest of the children, but
he never obeyed. ts the summer, Kwasind would idly roam in the fields
and forests, ‘and in the winter he would cower over the firebrands in the

wigwam.
At one time his father compelled Kiwasind to go hunting with him. After
proceeding along the path for quite a distance, they were forced to stop, for

the path was blockaded with trees. . Kwasind’s father sat upon a tree-trunk
and smoked, while Kwasind flung the trees from left to right as if they
were weeds.
The Puk-Wudjies,

decided to slay him.

a race of pigmies,

'
became

envious

of Wwasind

and

The Pud-Wudjies were the only people who knew how

to slay Kwasind, for he could only be killed by the seed-cone of the pine-tree,
or’the blue-cone of the fir-tree. As Kwasind floated down the river in his
birch canoe, these little people hurled the missiles at him until he fell into
the river, dead.
And now, when the winds do blow and the branches are

tossed and cracked, the people cry out:
“Kwasind!

that is Kwasind!

He is gathering in his fire-wood !”
W.

A.

STELZER.

CHIBIABOS

Hiawatha had two friends, Chibiabos, the great musician, and Kwasind,
the strong man. They were bound to each other by the closest ties of friendship. Never was there a secret among them not known to all. For, when-

ever they spoke to each other, it was “with naked hearts.”

They were each

other’s counsel and they were constantly pondering and contriving means
and methods by which the tribes of men might prosper.
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Gentle Chibiabos was Hiawatha’s most beloved friend, he the great musician, the sweet singer, beautiful and child-like, soft as a woman, but brave
asaman.
When he sang, the village listened. Even the warriors gathered
around and were charmed. His voice had a strange power over all men. It
could excite them to passion or soften them to pity. His power extended
even to the inferior creatures; for from him the brook learned to flow in
music, and the robin and the Ebbachind caught the gladness of their notes.
Such was Chibiabos, the “sweetest of all singers.” .
C. J. JAvucH.

MONDAMIN

While Hiawatha was praying and fasting for the profit of the people,
there came to him a youth, the friend of man, Mondamin, who challenged
him to a wrestling match. Hiawatha wrestled with him and overcame him,
and according to his wish, laid him in the earth, making it
“Soft and loose and light above him.”

Day by day Hiawatha watched over the grave, keeping it free from weeds
and insects and robber birds, till at length a small green feather shot upward, then another and another,
“And

before the Summer

ended,

Stood the maize in all its beauty,
With its shining robes about it,
And its long, soft, yellow tresses.”
And Hiawatha recognized Mondamin, the friend of man, and calling all the
tribe together, he made known to them
“This new

gift of the Great

Spirit.”

F. Foster.
IAGOO

Iagoo must have been the Indian Munchhausen of his day.
He was a
great boaster and story-teller. He was always in demand at the great feasts

and pow-wows of the tribe, and appears to have been a general favorite.

He

loved Hiawatha, and fashioned for him the bow and arrows with which the

young hunter brought down his first deer.

And at the feast that followed

we may be sure Iagoo got the lion’s share.

Yet he sometimes doled out his

marvelous tales in such big chunks that even the red-skinned children of the
forest gasped in amazement and hesitated to swallow them whole. Had he
lived in some civilized community of our day, he would, in all probability,

be president of the Ananias Club, where cheerful liars most do congregate.
The gentle art of lying seems to have had a universal charm for mankind inj
some form or other, which proves King David’s saying true.

J. JACOBY.
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PAU-PUK-KEEWIS

Pau-Puk-Keewis

was a handsome

Yenadizze,

called

the “Storm

“Who so merrily and madly
Danced at Hiawatha’s wedding.”

Fool.”

:

He was always in quest of new adventures and continually disturbing the
village with his mischief.

One day he went to Iagoo, to play the game of Bowl and Counters, a game,
of hazard at which he was very skillful.. On his return with Face-in-a-Mist,
Iagoo’s nephew whom he han won for his servant in a wager, and intoxicated with success, he threw Hiawatha’s tent into disorder and killed many
of his mountain chickens. On being pursued by Hiawatha, he changed himself into a beaver, but was caught.
The same ill-luck befell him when he
took the form of a serpent and a brant. Finally he sought refuge with Manito, the Man of the Mountain, where he was found out again by Hiawatha,

who called down lightning and thunder from the heavens to smite him, and
changed him permanently into an eagle.

THE
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F. KemMPeEr.

CHIEF

The Catholic priest has never been depicted so beautifully as in Longfellow’s Song of Hiawatha. This man was, in all probability, Father Pierre

Marquette, a Jesuit, and the great explorer of the Mississippi River, which
he named “The River of the Immaculate Conception.” Longfellow might
have called him a shepherd or pastor; this designation, however, did not
fit so well in his scheme as “the Black Robe Chief,” a name more in har-

mony with the vocabulary of the red man.
Hiawatha, after a life spent in the uplifting of his people, seeing the
Manitou,

or the

Great

Spirit,

had

found

a better teacher

his love for his people by leaving them in the priest’s care.

than

he, showed

THE

S.

M.

I.

EXPONENT

DIVORCED
NEVER related how I was divorced from a loving wife, but
there is no wrong in telling the story, and perhaps it may

interest you.
Syd
hundred
I must
France.

Five years have already elapsed since the unhappy

separation. .
At that time I was a successful distiller of alcohol in the little
town of St. Denis, near Paris. When spring had come, a few
gallons of the liquor had been distilled and were ready for sale.
tell you that a duty is levied on all goods entering the capital of
Although I possessed a beautiful covered coach, I was, neverthe-

less, a poor man, and I could not let the custom-house officers have a great
part of my hard-earned gains.

So, I might be clear and state, that I was

a smuggler, and in getting the alcohol into Paris, my wife lent me great
assistance.
On February 22, 19—, towards evening, I brought the first quantity of
alcohol to the city.
Before entering I was stopped by an officer of the
custom-house. He looked into my carriage, which was occupied by my wife
and myself. “I am taking madam out for a ride,” I said; “she is in a convalescent state, and”—‘All right, you may pass on,” interrupted the officer.
But where was the alcohol? you may ask. I can answer, that it was stored
away in a secure place.
The next morning I returned from Paris to St. Denis, to prepare another
cargo of the liquor. Well, the custom-house men got used to me, and I was

allowed to pass them unsearched.
Three weeks glided by in this manner, and now the day was on when my
last consignment of liquor was going to the French capital.
Dusk had |
crept over the landscape.
I was hurrying towards the gate of the city,
when, from the road behind me, there came the noise of automobiles, making
the final struggle for victory in the great Bordeaux-Paris race. The customhouse official stood at the city gate as usual.
He saw no other means of
avoiding the swift-approaching automobiles than by jumping into my
coach, and in doing so he unluckily stepped upon my wife’s foot. “Excuse
me, my good woman, but I was in a great hurry,” he exclaimed.
The eyes
of my beloved, however, were fixed in a stolid gaze, and a creaking sound
accompanied the unfortunate tread upon her foot. The officer was puzzled,

looked upon the floor to discover the cause of the creaking, and beheld the
white blood oozing from the foot of my supposed wife. He saw through it
all, for what he believed to be a woman was but a dummy in which I concealed my smuggled liquor.

The officer would have seized me; but I was too

fast for him. Leaping out of the other door of my coach, I jumped on one
of the passing automobiles and was soon out of sight. All the search the
government has made for me proved fruitless.
And thus I was rather
rudely and illegally divorced from a beloved and dutiful wife.
W. P. Rrorpan, 708.
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FORGET-ME-NOTS
(Acrostic)

List to a tale of love in Acadie, home of the happy.
Over her head the stars, the thoughts of God in the heavens.
Not in word alone, but in deed, to love one another.
Gabriel! cried she aloud with tremulous voice, but no answer.
Fair was she to behold, that maiden of seventeen summers.

Every house was an inn, where all were welcomed and feasted.
Lo! where the crucified Christ from His cross is gazing upon you.
Let us repeat it now, and say, O Father, forgive them !
Over him years had no power; he was not changed, but transfigured.

When she had passed, it seemed like the ceasing of exquisite music.
SELECTED BY A STUDENT, 708.
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GOLDEN

LEGEND.

HE story of the “Golden Legend” was originally written in
Latin in the thirteenth century, by a Dominican friar,
Jacobus of Voragina.
A book containing this and other
tales was called simply, “The Legends of the Saints.”
The
story appealed to Longfellow, and he applied himself to its

re-creation in “The

Golden Legend,” for as the poet says,

“the story upon which the ‘Legend’ is founded surpasses all other legends
in beauty and significance.”
It is not surprising that in this work Longfellow is thought by many
critics, to be at his best. The poem flows on like one sweet strain of music.
The romantic spirit of the Middle Ages pervades the tale and leaves it
unsurpassed by any work of its kind in our language.
The Prologue, presenting the scene of the stormy night, with Lucifer
vainly assaulting the spire of the Strasburg Cathedral, places the reader
“in a proper frame of mind for the perusal of “The Golden Legend.”
We

enter into the tale with the consciousness

awaits us.

The

Prologue

is to the poem,

three witches is to Shakespeare’s “Macbeth.”

that something

supernatural

what the opening

scene of the

The legend proper, the story of Prince Henry, is very simple and seems
almost to be destined only to serve as framework for the variety of scenes

that the poet intends to present to us.

Prince Henry, a sort of Faust, despairing of ever obtaining the cure of

his bodily and mental ailments, sells his soul to Lucifer for a draught of

potent, rejuvenating “elixir vite.” Punished by the Church for his sin, he
is sent into exile to do penance.
A pious peasant family of the Odenwald
gives him refuge.
Elsie, the peasant’s daughter, having heard that the
Prince could be cured if a virgin wilfully consented to die in his stead,
offers her life to save that of the Prince.
The latter accepts the offer, and
together with Elsie journies to Solern, where the “exchange of life” is to
take place.
The final outcome of the strange adventure is not very distintly depicted by the poet; yet, we know that the finale is a happy one.

The Prince marries the maiden and at the end. of the tale both are alive

and perfectly happy.

The character of Elsie has all the beauty of childhood. Her words bear
a charm of exquisite simplicity and proceed from a heart wholly untar-

nished by the world.

Prince Henry expresses this when he says to her:

“As thou standest there,
Thou

seemest to me

like the angel

That brought the immortal roses
To Saint Cecilia’s bridal chamber.”
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Furthermore her guileless soul is perceived in her simple night prayer:

“My Redeemer and my Lord,
’ I beseech Thee, I entreat Thee,
Guide me in each act and word,
That hereafter I may meet Thee,
Watching, waiting, praying, yearning,

With my lamp well trimmed and burning.”
Her story of the Sultan’s daughter and the Master of the flowers, is told
with the singular charm of youth, and we see in Elsie none other than the
- Sultan’s daughter herself.
Besides this there dwell within her, nobleness
and self-sacrifice in the highest degree.
Her complete disinterestedness is
displayed in her calm reflections when she speaks of the death of her little
sister :
ve
. . I longed to die as she had died,

And go forth with her side by side.
The Saints are dead, the Marty rs dead,
And Mary and our Lord; and I
Would follow in humility

The way by them illumined !”
She adds with perfect composure :
“Why should I live? Do I not know
The life of woman is full of woe?
Toiling on and on and on,
With breaking heart, and ‘tearful eyes,
And silent lips, and in the soul
The secret longings that arise,

Which this.world never satisfies !
Some more, some less, but on the whole
Not one quite happy, no, not one!”

We are led to believe that in her childishness and candor she knows not
the import of her words. Yet there is within her, piety and innocence in
such a degree, that it can overcome the inherent fear of the dread moment
of death.

Not once does she waver in her grand

purpose;

her constancy

remains unshaken to the end. This trait proves her to be in reality, not the
child that she seems, but a noble, self-sacrificing woman. ‘Well may we
say with her mother:

ees

She seems

- Much older than she is in truth;

Who would think her but fifteen ?”
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Though Prince Henry appears to us as a moral and physical wreck, filled
with despair and ready to do anything that will bring him but a short pro-

longation

of life, still he shows a tender and

affectionate heart in the

pathetic incidents brought on by the simple, guileless, and affectionate Elsie.
Longfellow was a master in the art of presenting scenes of home ‘life.

If we tarry beneath the thatched roof of the village of Grand-Pre, where

the soft music of Evangeline’s spinning-wheel is heard and the Arcadian
farmer is sitting before the fireplace, smoking his' pipe; or, if we go back

to the Middle Ages and enter the home of Gottlieb, where again we hear
the busy hum

of the wheel and see the old man dozing contentedly in his

great arm-chair, the same sentiments are aroused within us. A spirit of
true charity and Christian simplicity reigns in Gottlieb’s humble cottage.
The singing of
typical instance
of faith.
The
peasant family,

the “Evening-song,” on the lighting of the lamps,
of the quaint and happy customs prevalent in.those
poet convinces us by his picturesque presentation of
that if there are peace and contentment on earth, they

is a
ages
the
are

to be found only in the Christian home.
In none of his works, perhaps, does Longfellow show more his love for
children and children’s thoughts and fancies, than in this poem. He perceives the happy side of youth in insignificant incidents, which he couches
in a few pithy lines. Gottlieb’s little boy, Max, declares that he loves the
Prince,

wes
And makes
To shoot at
And the red

because he is so good,
me such fine bows and arrows,
the robins and the sparrows,
squirrels in the wood.”

When Elsie announces to her parents her resolution to sacrifice her life for

the Prince, the poet, unwilling to reveal as yet the plot of his story, finds
a facile diversion in introducing the childish prattle of Gottlieb’s smaller

children and their questions about the wolf that ate Little Red Riding

Hood, etc., thus making us forget that we anxiously expected the answer
;
of Elsie’s parents to her strange proposal.

Longfellow is sometimes blamed for the light in which he places the

monks of the Middle Ages.
offensive, and by no means

Some of the scenes, it is true, are uncouth and
serve to augment our respect for Monasticism

at that period. Yet we may safely believe that Longfellow had not the
slightest intention of throwing ridicule upon the Church, when introducing
such passages into the “Golden Legend.” The story pertains to the Middle
Ages, and the author has endeavored to be true to the history of that time.
The sermon of Friar Cuthbert in the public place is, with its strange mix-

ture of folk-lore and appeals to spiritual resurrection, a specimen of what
was not uncommon at that period. The other incidents relating to the
Monks are such as Longfellow believed them to have taken place.

In his
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notes on the “Golden Legend,” the poet forestalling all reproaches, claims
that he has exaggerated nothing and gives us the source whence he drew
the incidents relating to the friars he exemplifies.
The story of Monk Felix is known to every schoolboy.
This beautiful
tale, together with several others of its kind, counteracts the unwholesome
impressions produced on us by what the author relates about the reveling
inmates of the Convent of Hirschau, and confirms us in our conviction, that

he harbored no feelings of prejudice or bigotry; for, what Catholic writer
‘could have versified more beautifully these quaint old legends?
The best
passages on the subject in question are those of the wine-cellar scene and
the prayer-like labors of Friar Pacificus illuminating in the Scriptorium
of the Convent.
The soliloquy of Friar Claus is unique in the richness of its humor and
the beauty of its rhythm.
What a typical character we see in the jolly yet
unwanton friar, as he enters the cellar with a light and a basket of empty
flagons, and murmurs:
p
“T always enter this sacred place
With a thoughtful, solemn, and reverent pace
Pausing long enough on each stair
To breathe an ejaculatory prayer,
And a benediction on the vines
That produce these various sorts of wines !”
And what gentle malice, in:
“Between this cask and the Abbot’s lips
Many have been the sips and slips;
Many have been the draughts of wine,
On their way to his that have stopped at mine.”
In the transcribing and illuminating of the Gospels in the Scriptorium,
Longfellow has given us a delightful picture of this kind of labor so much
performed by the Monks, and to which we owe so many costly masterpieces
in that rarest of arts.
We pardon the good Friar his little vanity when
he says:

“This is well written, though I say it!”
For he adds:

“T might almost say to the Lord,
Here is a copy of Thy Word,

Written out with much toil and pain;
Take it, O Lord, and let it be
As something I have done for Thee !”
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Finally how human his curiosity, when, having seen Elsie and Prince Henry
descend from their steeds in the convent courtyard, he says:
“T will go down to the corridor,
And try to see that face once more.
:
It will do for the face of some beautiful Saint,
Or for one of the Maries I shall paint.”

The poet at all times displays an accurate knowledge of the rites, customs, and traditions of the Catholic Church.
How sweetly poetical and
simply pious the Miracle-play, to which Longfellow gives such a prominent
part in the “Golden Legend.”
He gracefully intertwines the quaintest and
most fantastic reminiscences of folk-lore with the happiest and most pietyinspiring legends, taken from the apocryphal Gospels, so abundant in the
early Church and so dear to the marvel-loving people of the Middle Ages.
When writing his dialogue between Mercy and Justice, the poet must certainly have had before his mind a similar dialogue, found in the “Life of
Christ” by Saint Bonaventure, and in Saint Bernard’s “Sermon on the
Missus,” in which Mercy and Justice discuss the possibility and advisability
of the Incarnation.
The Annunciation, the bearing of the Star to Bethlehem by seven Angels, the adoration of the Wise Men from the East, the
flight into Egypt, are so many incidents which captivate us, and remain
impressed upon our memory long after we have read them, described as
they are by the poet, with such childlike simplicity.
How marvelous and
touching the incidents of the earlier life of Jesus.
The “birds of clay”
scene, in which we are made to see that Judas, who in later life was to
betray the Savior, hated him already as a boy ; next we see the Jewish schoolmaster, Rabbi Ben Israel, punished by the withering of his right hand, when

he is on the point of striking the Divine Child, for asking what the meaning of Alpha is, before he will consent to learn Betha; these two scenes with
that in which Jesus is crowned with flowers by his companions, are perfectly charming.
Nothing in our language can compare in beauty, piety,
and interest with the Miracle-play, such as Longfellow. describes it in the

“Golden Legend.”

.

Towards the Mother of God, Longfellow shows a reverence and devotion
that we could hardly expect but from a Catholic.
He portrays with wonderful adeptness, and in a truly Catholic spirit the position of Mary as
Mediatrix between the creature and the Creator.

It is with this beautiful passage, put by the poet in the mouth of the
Prince, that we conclude this short study on the “Golden Legend”:
“This is indeed the blessed
Virgin and Mother of our
All hearts are touched and
Alike the bandit, with the

Mary’s land,
Redeemer!
softened at her name;
bloody hand,”
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The priest, the scholar, and the peasant,
The man of deeds, the visionary dreamer,
Pay homage to her as one ever present !
And even as children, who have much offended
A too indulgent father, in great shame,
Penitent, and yet not daring unattended
To go into his presence, at the gate

Speak with their sister, and confiding wait
Till she goes in before and intercedes ;
So men, repenting of their evil deeds,
And yet not venturing rashly to draw near
With their requests an angry Father’s ear,
Offer to her their prayers and their confession,
And she for them in heaven makes intercession.
And if our faith had given us nothing more

Than this example of all womanhood,
So mild, so merciful, so strong,.so good,
So patient, peaceful, loyal, loving, pure,
This were enough to, prove it higher and truer
Than all the creeds the world had known before.”
ALBERT G, ZENGERLE,

09.
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LONGFELLOW

GALLERY

+a

Ce

ROM among the various characters and incidents one meets with

in the works of Longfellow, one could easily forni a most interesting collection of portraits, a mental picture gallery, wherein
hours might be spent in soul-elevating enjoyment.
For Longfellow is gifted with rare pictorial power, enabling him to seize
at once upon the salient points in a subject and to present the
same clearly and vividly before the eye. The visible world was to him but
a vast palette, vibrant with mystical color, from which he evolved the most
entrancing psychic creations.
His imagery is as novel as it is truthful.
His quick eye detected resemblances and affinities which would have escaped
other eyes less keen.
Indeed, his frequent and apt use of the simile is a
wonderful aid in his hand in producing striking and lasting impressions.
What, for instance, could be more charmingly picturesque than his delineation of the simple Acadian farmers :
“Men, whose lives glided on like rivers that water the woodlands,
Darkened by shadows of earth, but reflecting an image of heaven.”
Or this bit of word-painting:
“The
Bearded with moss, and with
Stand like Druids of eld, with
Stand like harpers hoar, with

murmuring pines and the hemlocks,
garments green, indistinct in the twilight,
voices sad and prophetic,
:
beards that rest on their bosoms.”

Or this exquisite Scriptural idyl:
“Bright rose the sun next day; and all the flowers of the garden
Bathed his shining feet with their tears, and anointed his tresses
With the delicious balm that they bore in their vases of crystal.”
Or this quaint conceit :
“The hooded clouds, like friars,

Tell their beads in drops of rain.”
He is a master word-painter, and his glowing canvasses are a perpetual
delight, telling the common story of humanity in magic tints that appeal _
to every eye and captivate every heart.

~
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Did you ever visit a Longfellow gallery?
Here is one.
Let us enter.
Ah, at the very threshold the gracious poet waits to greet us. Serenely and
sweetly he smiles upon us as once he smiled upon every visitor who sought
him at his colonial mansion in far-off New England.
His classic countenance, crowned with a halo of silver hair, gives him the lookof an inspired
bard of old. Hail, thou Prince of American Song!
Hail, thou Raphael of
American Poesy! At his side is the gentle Evangeline, the child of his love.
“Ah, fair was she to behold, that maiden of seventeen summers;
Black were her eyes as the berry that grows on the thorn by the wayside.”
She is leading along her beautiful heifer,
“Proud of her snow-white hide and the ribbon that waved from her collar,
Quietly pasing and slow, as if conscious of human affection.”

How sweet were these placid, pastoral days for Evangeline.
But sorrow
and affliction soon clouded her young life. She has been driven from her
home and forced to wander into a strange land. In the next picture she is
seated on the seashore, with her broken-hearted father resting in her arms,
a modern Dolorosa, her sweet, patient face illumined by the lurid glare of
her own burning home.
And her betrothed lover is far away on those wild
waters. Poor, poor Evangeline!
We next behold her, one of a band of exiles, im the little row-boat, drifting down the Mississippi, in search of Gabriel. Father Felician is standing
at her side, whispering words of hope and consolation.
“Patience,

the priest
answered !”

would

say,

‘have

faith,

and

thy

prayer

will

be

She has borne up bravely under the trial, and her patience and her trust in

God has not gone unrewarded.
Now the journey is ended. She finds her beloved again, only to give him
up to God.
She is now a Sister of Mercy, moving about the beds of suffering a veritable ministering angel, finding in heroic service to Christ’s
afflicted members that peace which springs from perfect patience.

Who is that young rider, galloping fearless and fleet through the cold
gray dawn? Ah, that is Paul Revere, who
“spreads the alarm
Thro’ every Middlesex village and farm,
For the country folk to be up and to arm,”
for the British have come to lay them all in irons.

THE

S. M.

I. EXPONENT

“The fate of a nation was riding that night,”
and we know

“How the British regulars fired and fled,
How the farmers gave them ball for ball
From behind each fence and farmyard wall.
The spark struck out by that steed in its flight
Had kindled the land into flame with its heat,”

and Liberty’s bright torch still flames undimmed
Washington.
Here,

over the fair land of

z

“Under a spreading chestnut tree
The village smithy stands;
The smith a mighty man is he
With large and sinewy hands;
And the muscles of his brawny arms
Are strong as iron bands.”

Behold him deftly shaping the glowing iron.
glisten!.

See how the sparks fly and

Can you not hear the clank! clank! of the hammer as it swings ?

“Thus at the flaming forge of life
Our fortunes must be wrought ;
Thus on its sounding anvil shaped

Each burning deed and thought !”
Maybe the smith has just finished a job for this bold soldier,

“Clad in doublet and hose, and boots of Cordovan leather,”
Miles Standish, the Puritan Captain.

John Alden, “the comely, the youth-

ful,” cannot be far off. Sure enough, here he is, meekly holding the yarn
for Priscilla, the prim little Puritan maiden. “Why don’t you speak for

yourself,

John?”

she

seems

to be saying

while

I see the two

again,

she smiles

archly

at the

young secretary. ‘They say that Alden blood ran in Longfellow’s veins.
And what are they doing here? Ah, it is “The Hanging of the Crane.”
Sweet picture of domestic bliss!
“Seated

But not alone; they entertain
A little angel unaware,”

who rules the household with a scepter of love.
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Why, here is “The Wayside Inn,” built in the old Colonial day, where
the jolly roisterers were wont to gather of an evening to tell a tale over. a
pipe and a flagon of ale. There they are, seated in a semi-circle about the

genial fireside.

See the Landlord, “grave in his aspect and attire’; the

Student, “of quiet ways”; the swarthy young Sicilian, whose dainty mustaches
“Shot sideways, like a swallow’s wings” ;
the Spanish Jew from Alicant,

“With lustrous eyes and olive skin,
And, wildly tost from cheek and chin,
The tumbling cataract of his beard” ;
a Theologian, a Poet, and a Musician complete the group—in sooth, a goodly
company.
The old Wayside Inn, with its quaint, Chaucer-like types, will
always be a favorite.

And now comes a scene of snow and ice. Can you read the motto that
the strenuous youth bears aloft as he clambers up the slippery heights?
“Excelsior!” Higher!—a noble motto for us all—never to be dismayed
by defeat, but to rise again with renewed courage and resolve—ever onward,
ever upward—Sursum et Prorsum!

Alas, here is one who has fallen in a noble cause, “a boy in blue,” lying
prostrate on the bloody ground, a mother’s pride and joy,—“Killed
Ford.”
'
“He is dead, the beautiful youth,
The heart of honor, the tongue of truth—
Two white roses upon his cheeks,
And one just over his heart, blood-red !”

at the

“The Reaper” is still busy among the flowers, transplanting them to “the
fields of light above.” A mother comes to weep at the grave of her loved
and lost. “’”Tis Decoration Day”—the scene shifts to “God’s-acre” :
“All is repose and peace,
Untrampled lies the sod;
The shouts of battle cease,

It is the Truce of God.”
Lo, “The

heaven.
sides !

Ship of State”

with

all her sails set to catch the breath

of

How gallantly she rides the waves that leap up in greeting to her
“Sail on, O Union, strong and great!
Humanity, with all its fears,
With all the hopes of future years,
Is hanging breathless on thy fate!”

|
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Yes, a better fate, we hope, for thee than that of

“The schooner Hesperus
That sailed the wintry sea—
With the form of a maiden fair
Lashed close to the drifting mast,”
type of the Lost Cause.
And last, but not least, “Hiawatha,”

with Minnehaha,

his dusky bride,

standing before the Black Robe Chief, the Prophet, who blesses their union,
and who has gone before them
“To the Islands of the Blessed,
To the Kingdom of Ponemah,
To the land of the Hereafter !”
We have made the round of the gallery: With a feeling of gratitude to
the great magician who has so wonderfully touched our eyes with “light
Elysian,” and a last lingering glance at his sculptured image,
“Hale and hearty, an oak that is covered with snowflakes,”
we depart, breathing a fervent “Auf Wiedersehen !”
G. Marton

HENRY

W.

Knicurt, 708.

LONGFELLOW

Poet of poets !—revered is he
Whose life breathed love and sympathy ;
Whose heart, a genial fireside,
Invited other hearts to bide;
Whose teachings, caught from nature’s page,
And treasured by both youth and age,
Are mirrors that reflect the gleam

Of Wisdom, Might and Love Supreme!
CLARENCE

STOECKLEIN, 708.
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CHILDREN’S

ONGFELLOW

dearly

loved

LAUREATE
children.

This

the many poems he has written about them.

is evident

from

To him they

were “living poems,” radiant with the light of innocence and
truth; their sweet, sunny natures found a ready response in
his own genial disposition; and to them he dedicated some
of the warmest tributes of his loving heart.
Read “The Children’s Hour,” and there you have a peep into the Longfellow home, a happy father in the midst of his happy children,
“Grave Alice, laughing Allegra,
And Edith with golden hair.”

He quaintly fancies them to be little white mice come
“to devour me with kisses,”

little “blue-eyed banditti,”’ bent on robbing him of his watch and chain, and
he playfully adds:
“Do

you think, you little mischiefs,
Because you have scaled the wall,

Such an old mustache as I am
Is not a match for you all?
“T have you fast in my fortress,

And will not let you depart,
But put you down into the dungeon
In the round-tower of ‘my heart.

And there will I keep you forever,
Yes, forever and a day!”
Is it not a charming picture?
“Ah, what would the world be to us
If the children were no more?

We would dread the desert behind us
Worse

than

the

dark

before!”
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he exclaims in his fatherly way. His interest in the young was unabating.
Some of his sweetest poems center about young people, what they did and
what they endured to make the world brighter and better.
Witness,
“Excelsior,” “The Castle-Builder,” “Maidenhood,” “The Wreck of the
Hesperus,” “The Reaper and the Flowers,’ “The Spanish Student,”
“Hiawatha.” What a perfectly lovable little angel is Elsie in “The Golden
Legend!”
So much piety and wisdom and generosity in one so young!
And who does not feel the throb of youth and romance pulsing in “Evangeline,” that sweetest and purest of all love-poems?
Is it not the epic of
Christian love, of love crowned by sacrifice?
With what master-touches
does the poet not linger over the portrait of Evangeline:
“Ah, fair was she to behold, that maiden of seventeen summers;
Black were her eyes as the berry that grows on the thorn by the wayside.
Fairer was she when,
Sprinkled with holy
Down the long street
Wearing her Norman

on Sunday morn, while the bell from its turret
sounds the air,
‘
she passed, with her chaplet of beads and her missal,
cap and her kirtle of blue, and her ear-rings.

But a celestial brightness—a more ethereal beauty—
Shone on her face and encircled her form, when after confession
Homeward serenely she walked, with God’s benediction upon her.
When she had passed, it seemed like the ceasing of exquisite music.”

He poured out all the riches of his poetic soul at the feet of this rare
Acadian girl, “the saint of his deepest devotion.” And how sympathetically
and even reverentially he follows her footsteps in her heart-broken wanderings after her lost lover:
“Thus did that- poor soul wander in want and cheerless discomfort,
Bleeding and barefooted, over the shards and thorns of existence.
Sorrow and silence are strong, and patient endurance is godlike.

Therefore accomplish thy labor of love, till the heart is made godlike,
Purified, strengthened, perfected, and rendered more worthy of heaven!”
In “The Children of the Lord’s Supper” he gives us a Swedish confirmation scene at Pentecost, the day when the young “at the foot of the altar

renew the vows of their baptism.”
“On the right the boys had their places,

Delicate figures, with close-curling hair and cheeks rosy-blooming;

-

But on the left hand of these there stood the tremulous lilies,
Tinged with the blushing light of the morning, the diffident maidens.
Knee against knee, they knitted a wreath round the altar’s enclosure.”
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Truly, the great heart of Longfellow beat for children; with them he
sympathized in joy and in sorrow; and he passed the choicest moments of
his beautiful life in their midst.
And nobly did the children of America

respond to bis love for them.

On his seventy-fifth birthday the school-

children of Cambridge flocked like sweet birds into his room, to tell him
how they loved him and his music. They presented him with a chair made
from the wood of the Village Blacksmith’s Chestnut Tree. .And the ven-

erable silver-haired poet recognized the thoughtful gift in his usual happy
way.
No monarch that day was happier than he; for he was truly enthroned in their loyal hearts—The Children’s Laureate—thus crowned for
all time. And years later, when the Angel of Death had laid his hand upon
the aged poet’s heart to still its throbbings, every school-room in the land
was draped in mourning, and each child felt that he had lost a friend.
To-day, wherever there is a study of poetry, the preference is always for

Longfellow ; for his sweet, simple, attractive style is the magic flute whereby
he holds all young hearts in enduring charm.
He was in love with youth,
and it kept his heart ever young, a perennial spring of gladness even beneath the snows of seventy winters.
No poet has ever come nearer to the

heart of childhood, because no poet was ever more what every truly great
man is, a child at heart.
G. Marion Knicurt, 708.
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Longfellow
Number

February 27 marks the birth-centenary of the greatest
of our American poets, Henry Wadsworth Longfellow.
It
is to Longfellow that we are indebted to have raised poetry
in America to a standard acceptable even to the critical taste of classical
England, and to have immortalized our national literature by creations that
will stand comparison and vie for honors with the grandest masterpieces

of poetic genius.

To-day, the memory of the great poet is cherished not

only by American devotees of letters, but by every student the world over.
England has expressed her appreciation of his merit by opening to him the
portals of her Hall of Fame, and assigning him a place near her most illus-

trious representatives—Chaucer, Dryden, Pope, and the immortal Shakespeare.

His name is one of honor and pride to our glorious country, whose

claim to literary greatness he has solidly established. With due regard to
the genius of Henry Wadsworth Longfellow, on the occasion of the centenary of his birth, the editors of THz Exponent have dedicated this issue
as a tribute to his memory.
February

has

inscribed

on

its roster

the

names

of two

other

famous

Americans: Washington, the founder of our country, and Lincoln, its
glorious defender. It would be folly to attempt to praise in an adequate
manner the achievements that have implanted the memory

men deep in the hearts of all true Americans.

of these states-

Their deeds of patriotism
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and loyalty to their cause constitute the brightest pages of our
history.
February, although short in days, is rich in illustrious figures.
No other

month can boast of such an imposing triumvirate.
The

Final Term

examinations

are

over.

phases of student life, although

They

passed,

for many

as

other

their passing

was perhaps a slow, tedious, and troublesome ordeal.
We
are now beginning the second and final term of studies, and truly much
depends upon this short period of five months that lies before us. For
the

prospective graduate it will determine whether or not he will obtain the

much-coveted degree, while to the undergraduate its successful outcome will
insure a promotion to a higher class. It is not necessary, nor would it
be
possible to mention here the many points of consequence that depend upon

the issue of this final term.

Suffice it to say, that every student has some

interests at stake, and that, at the same time, every student has success at
his command.
Sustained energy and unrelenting industry alone are necessary, provided, however, we really have an ideal to work for, and are confident in our God-given ability to realize it.

The Panama
Canal

At the present day, one of the chief topics of interest
to all loyal Americans, is the Panama Canal. There has

been much controversy as to the ultimate success of the
project.
Some pessimists, pointing to the almost insuperable difficulties
a work of this nature entails, and citing as precedent the complete failure
of the French enterprise, deem the undertaking impracticable.
But the
majority, encouraged by the words of President Roosevelt in his message
to Congress, are optimistic, and believe that the project will prove a com-

plete success.

And, as the work progresses, this opinion, founded on past

evidences of our national ability, is gaining ground and becoming more
and more prevalent. ‘The American mind, at first discreet and conservative,
when convinced of the utility of any plan devised for its welfare or betterment, eventually lends its unreserved support to the accomplishment of the

project.

towards

Such seems to be the attitude of the people of the United States

the

Panama

modern times.
in the work,

Canal,

the greatest

engineering

feat

of anciént

or

This loyal codperation is extended to all who participate

from

the members

humblest toiler on the Isthmus.
pathy and approval.

of the

Canal

Commission

down

to the

And well they deserve our hearty sym-

For, if we consider the extraordinary success they have

already achieved in every department, we cannot but commend the tireless
energy and noble sacrifices of these men.
:
The first care of the Commission was to turn their attention to the sani-

tary conditions of the Isthmus, in order to preserve the laborers from the
ravages of yellow fever. Under the personal direction of Dr. Gorgas, who

had made a brilliant record in Cuba, this dreaded disease has been almost
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completely eradicated.
As a result, the present death rate in the Canal
zone has been greatly diminished, so much so that it is no higher than in

the States.

The water and sewerage systems are virtually completed.

The

principal streets of the various cities have been paved, and in every city
electric power plants have been installed.
In addition to thése material
improvements, the moral and physical condition of the men has been con-

sulted.

Suitable dormitories and comfortable quarters have been provided,

together with hospitals conducted by a corps of competent physicians and
nurses.
Amusement halls and gymnasiums have been erected, where, on
holidays and after working hours, the young and old can find healthy entertainment and physical exercise. Too much cannot be said in praise of the
health department.
Their good work and high efficiency would be amply

attested by the fact alone that they overcame the principal obstacle, namely,
the lack of proper sanitation, which brought about the failure of the French
undertaking.
Some prejudiced critics have censured the Canal Commission, on the plea
that the work is not in a sufficiently advanced stage.
Their remarks are

entirely unjust and unfounded.

Hasty and insufficient. preparation would

have meant a serious handicap in the actual work on construction.
Before
the latter could be commenced, it was necessary to secure permanent sani-

tary conditions for the Isthmus, to construct terminal yards and railroads
for the handling of the vast quantity of materials and supplies, to install
the numerous steam-shovels, to work out all the engineering problems, and
to secure competent laborers and provide accommodations for them.
All
this preliminary work has been done with a thoroughness and perseverance
that reflect great credit upon the officials in charge.
And now, since Congress has decided in favor of an eighty-five foot canal, the actual work is.
rapidly progressing, and will continue so in the future.
The difficulty of
securing efficient: laborers is no longer to be contended with.
The ablest
men on the Isthmus have pronounced that the problems of the La Boca
dams, the Gatum dam, and the Culebra cut are certain of solution. Reports
on the condition of affairs in Panama, emanating from reliable sources,
predict a successful fulfillment of the plans of the Canal Commission.

' We, who

are not personally connected

with the Panama

project, but

merely contemplate its execution from a distance, should codperate at least

in sentiment and opinion with the efforts of our fellow-countrymen in Cen:
tral America.
There is much truth in the words of President Roosevelt,
directed against the malicious slanderers of the Canal project, whom he

accuses of “trying to interfere with and hamper the execution of the greatest work of its kind ever attempted, and of seeking to bring to naught one
of the giant feats of the ages.” And this rebuke is truly vindicated.
The
men in Panama are engaged in a task of world-wide importance, one which

will redound to the credit of America, which will benefit other nations as
well, and which will undoubtedly revolutionize to a great extent the commerce of the world.
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Holiday
Greetings

With a “Merry Christmas” or a “Happy New Year” we
welcomed

the following:

Sunday, December 16:
JOSEPH CLEMENS, 99, and wife;
Anthony Schaeffer, 03 ;
GEORGE BBENNAN, 706;

Joseph J. Osterday, 69, and wife.
December

19:

William Irwin, ’06, of Notre Dame University.
December

20:

Eugene Haungs, 04, of Hamilton.
December

22:

Elmer Hager, ’06.
Sunday,

December

23:

Frank Froendhoff, *82, with our esteemed optician, Mr. Ferdinand Sitt, who came to bid farewell to his many friends before leaving for Chicago,
where he intends to establish himself ;
Harry WaGER, 706, with Anthony Schaeffer ;
Frank Wone Leone, 704, from the medical department of St. Louis
University, St. Louis, with CHas. ScoumMacuHER, 703; Frank is father since

half a year.
December

24:

Cleophas Drufner, *04.
December 27:
MattHew Murray, 02, from Cape Girardeau,
connected with the ’Frisco Railroad System.
-December 28:
MATTHIAS BLUMENTHAL, *97, from Chicago.

Missouri,

where

he

is

All Old Boys of the great Institute family, both past and future, are ever most
welcome at the old school, summer or winter, rain or shine; and when they
leave, they all wear "the smile that won’t come off," just as this future Old Boy

does.

Upon arriving at the entrance, don’t forget the secret password —"Old

Boy," and the
you can’t miss
out the picture
the right man;

grip—a warm shake with both hands.
If you know those signs,
having a good time.
If you do not know whom to ask for, cut
on this page, and let it be your entrance ticket. You'll soon meet
no visiting Old Boy ever forgets him.

In sending his New Year greetings from Lebanon, Kentucky, Reverend James
J. Pike, *70, who last October spent two days at the Institute, writes: "I feel almost
homesick for the dear old Alma Mater and am longing for another visit."
No visitors are more welcome than our Old Boys.
The fact that from the
middle of last December to the middle of January no less than a hundred and
twenty-five visits were paid by former students to their Alma Mater, is an eloquent
proof of how much they feel at home at "good old S. M. I."

A. REGAN,
A FAMILIAR
TAKING

SCENE

CARE OF THE VISITORS IN
WINTER TIME

’07.
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December 29:
Cuas. Erret, 05, and Martin Varzey, 706, from Mt. St. Mary’s Semi-

nary near Cincinnati.
January 4:
Harry L. FERNEDING, 790;
John Heck, ’85.
WARNER

January 5:
KIEFABER, 705, from Harvard University.
January 9:

Charles H. Hollencamp, 795.
January 10:
John A. Brucken, ’00, then of Loramies, Ohio, now of Evansville, Indi-

ana, where he represents the McCaskey Credit Register Company of Alliance, Ohio.
January

11:

JoHN M. BureMeEtEr, ’02, of Chicago; formerly of Dayton.
Sunday, J anuary 13:
JosEPH Connors, 700, with a friend ;
Albert L. Haungs, 702, and wife, of Toledo; formerly of Hamilton.

“The Hamilton
News”’

The following comments on our last Alumni Notes, received from Hamilton, Ohio, speak for themselves :
“T have read with

much

interest

The

Hamilton

News

and am highly pleased with the fine write-up you gave us——John G. Westbrock.”——“We

are delighted that we pleased the boys.—Joseph J. Pater.”

The BasketBall Games

In one of the fastest basket-ball games ever witnessed on
the S. M. I. Court, St. Mary’s defeated the dashing Model

Basket-Ball Team of Hamilton by a score of 20 to 15.
The victory was due in no small measure to the enthusiastic applause of an
unusually large crowd of former students, of whom we hardly had time
to tally the following :

RicHarp

P.

BurkHarpt,

Jr.,

Frank

Kronauge,

Cleophas

Drufner,

Francis and Daniel Larkin, John Decker, JoHN HoBpaAn, EMMET SWEETMAN, Edward Rottermann, Victor Smiru, Leo Trimbach, Jos—EpH Mayt,

George Rabe, Louis Timmer,

Henry

Focke, William

Carroll from Notre

Dame University, Leo Loares, Eugene Haungs from Hamilton, Ohio,
JOSEPH CRONAN, William Hoban, Harry Wacsr, Alfred Bergmann, HartBERT RECHSTEINER, Ernest Klein,
JosEPpH JECKERING, Ray Carroll, Edward

Hoban,

CHARLES

SCHUMACHER,

John

Kemper,

RicHAarD

ROTTER-

MANN, Leo Hergenrether, Ropert Hayes, Adolph Scheble, WILLIAM
SrorcKLEIN from Ohio State University of Columbus, Ohio, Harry FINKE,
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Walter Thies, THEODORE HoLLENKAMP, CLARENCE KRAMER, Henry Burkhardt, CHartes WerzeL from Ohio State University, Leo Wiz, Louis
MoosBruGGeErR, BERNARD HOLLENKAMP, Cart Witt, Leo Kramer, WALTER
Connors, CLARENCE HocHwattr.
The first game of the new year, played on January 9, was another grand
victory for S. M. I. Score: St. Mary’s, 34; Bethel High School, 8. Besides the regular fans, a few other familiar faces made their appearance,
among them Epwarp SToEcKLEIN, Joseph Kohler, Cart SHerer, Ralph
Fitzgerald, Epwarp Morirz, Leo Unger, Clarence Klein, Joseph Link,
Elmer Hager, William Irwin of Notre Dame University, Caryl Hanauer,
Lawrence Schiml.

Schedule of the February games on the Institute Court:
Tuesday, February 5, with the White Stars of Lima, champions of the
State.
Friday, February 8, with Piqua High School.
Friday, February 15, “Columbus Night,’ with Capital University of
Columbus, Ohio. ~
Friday, February 22, with Earlham College of Richmond, Indiana.
Tuesday, February 26, with the Miami University of Oxford.
All games called at 8: 00 p.m.
We have the pleasure to announce that shortly before the

Ordinations

= Christmas Holidays two of our loyal Alumni, JoHn

and

FERDINAND ANGEL, 702, were ordained Subdeacons and
then Deacons at Mt. St. Mary’s Seminary, Baltimore. Congratulations, Old
Boys.
CLARENCE STOECKLEIN, 708.

HERE

We

California

AND

have received

THERE

a beautifully

= which reads as follows:

“December

lofty heights of Point Lowe

to The Exponent.

illustrated

16, 1906.

postal

card,

From the

(5,000 feet) sends best wishes

Leo Berghoff.”—It is a pity that Leo cannot send us

a section of that mountain for the winter season, as the historic coasting-

hill in the southeast part of the property, which has been hallowed by so
many broken legs, smashed fingers, torn clothes, bumps, dumps, and humps
of Old Boys, is little by little giving up its treasures of the finest sand, and
soon the devastating hand of civilization will improve it out of existence.
Our Old Boy from the Pacific Coast, who left S. M. I. in 1900, had quite a
thrilling experience

last year.

Under

the date of May

23, he writes

from

San Jose, California:
“At 5:20, Wednesday morning, April 18, the fearful tremor of an earthquake awakened me from my slumbers. I had, during my five years’ sojourn

in Europe, experienced

several light disturbances

of the kind, and was
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somewhat accustomed to slight shocks of that nature; however, a moment
sufficed to prove that this was an extraordinary case. The shuddering vibrations were soon transformed into violent rockings, which caused the building to sway to and fro, like ships at sea. After the creaking of beams and
joists came the rattling of falling plaster, the tumbling of furniture and

pictures, followed by the clashing of broken glass and the crashing of tot-

tering walls. I thought that my last hour had come, as I expected to see
the ceiling give way and the upper floor come down upon me. I dared not
.venture to stand erect for fear of being thrown down. Finally, after about
forty seconds of nerve-racking suspense, the staggering jolts of the earth-

quake ceased. A few minutes later I was out on the street.”—Leo had
escaped alive from the terrible disaster which visited California, and especially San Francisco, on the above day.
Edward

Holland

Taken,

of Chicago,

who

left the Institute last

June to pay a visit to the home of his ancestors, is having
quite

a pleasant

time

there,

taking

in the

happy days he spent at St. Mary’s often return to his memory.

sights.

The

Harry J. Anspury, ’08.

CLIPPINGS

“The Master
Reader

of Mankind”

Before the January issue of THE Exponent, which announced the coming Alumni Number, had arrived from the

press, Dr. J. A. Averdick, 702, of Covington, Kentucky, as

if he divined what we wanted, sent us a first contribution, with the above
title. It is written in his usual interesting style and shows that, in spite

of his manifold professional duties, he still finds time for distraction in
the works of the poet of Stratford-on-Avon.
You deserve the special thanks of your Alma Mater, Old Boy, and we
hope that you will soon see many follow your example and make the June
issue the brightest gem in THE EXPONENT casket.

Alumni

—

Games

The Alumni had their own way in St. Mary’s Court on

the night of Friday, December

21, when the Continentals

played the Transcontinentals and were swamped by a score
of 23 to 46. The affair was so pleasant that both sides made up their minds
to meet again—and again. Some of the games ended with refreshments,
Harry FINKE, ’02, generously acting the part of “mine host,” after which
they walked off to the tune of
“We are proud St. Mary’s boys to be,
Proud to bear her great and noble name,
And our aim through life shall ever be
To increase her glory and her fame.”
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Other Alumni basket-ball games played were:
Friday, December 28.
Thursday, January 3.

Friday,

January 11.

Score: Orientals, 32; Occidentals, 31.
Score: Nationals, 14; Internationals, 41.

Score:

Generals, 11; Admirals, 28.

The stars are developing rapidly, and a picked quintet intend, in the
near future, to spring a surprise on the world. Among the enthusiasts are
Harry Finke, Albert Timmer, Clarence Kramer, Charles Schumacher, Robert Hayes,
Joseph Cronan, Louis Moosbrugger, Leo Kramer, Joseph Horn,
Louis Timmer, Herbert Finke, Anthony Wolf, George Meiler.

Alumni NumAmong other correspondence referring to the coming
berof The
June issue, we have received the following, which will be
Exponent —_ read with much pleasure by the many friends of the writer:
“My dear Mr. Editor :—

“This is to acknowledge the copy of the January EXPONENT you sent me
by messenger, and to express my appreciation for the comments you were
kind enough to make on my book.
“In the event that you and your associates decide to have a number edited
by members of the Alumni, I shall be glad to give what help I can.
“With best wishes, I am

“Sincerely,
“F. J. McCormick,

JR.”

We are anxious to hear from other Alumni who are willing to help to
make the June issue of their college paper both an interesting number and

a credit to their Alma Mater.

We shall accept anything, from a philo-

sophical dissertation down to a mother-in-law joke.
Queen City

After

Branch

press what

waiting

was

almost

twenty

our surprise

Drop us a note to-day.

years,

we can hardly

at receiving

ex-

the following

communication :
“CINCINNATI, OHIO, January 1, 1907.

“DEAR

ALUMNI

Epiror:—Brother

Martin Yeck was here this day to

see me, and in his presence I will say that I will mail you my photo within

thirty days, and in the case of a Branch Alumni Association being organized in this city, you can rely on my hearty codperation.
.
“Yours fraternally,
“J. B. Staaer.”

Joe was the second full-fledged graduate of St. Mary’s
he has made his promise, things have been humming

(1886).

Since

among the Alumni of

Cincinnati, possibly because now they know that, with Joe, they have “the
law” on their side.
.
F. Hackman, 08.

.
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_ Kind Words
for The

A subscriber wrote on January 1: “When our EXPoNENT
is read from cover to cover, we wish the time had come for

Exponent — another number.”
:
Another reader, who has been a school-teacher for the last thirty-two
years, upon renewing his subscription, says: “THE EXPoNeENT is a fine
college’ magazine

and

shows

the

deep

religious

Mary inculcate.”

training

the

Brothers

of

Answering the question, “How do you like THz Exponent?” a Hamilton Boy expresses his great satisfaction in this manner: “Very much.

It is one of the few magazines I always read through from cover to cover.”
Albert J. Moorman, ’00, of Philadelphia, writes: “I read with much

pleasure in the papers of S. M. I.’s victories in athletics and, in spite of my
many studies, I find time each month to look through THE Exponent,

which, I think, is improving wonderfully.”

Old Boy,
RU"

In answer to the question, “How could THz Exponent
be

improved?”

Thomas

J.

Patterson,

84,

of

Cleveland,

a Subscriber? Qhio, suggests, “By being subscribed for by every Old
Boy.”’—The money that comes to us from our subscribers, as well as from
our advertisers, is the only source of revenue we have to make
PONENT a college paper up-to-date in every respect.

THE

Ex-

The following old and new subscribers have recently helped along the
good cause :
From Cincinnati:
J. 8. Pendleton, JosepH B. HemxKamp,
miller, Robert Sanders, Bernard J. Klimper.
From Covington, Kentucky:
Wm. Rabe, Harry Rabe.

From Columbus, Ohio:
From
WALTER
From
From

Joseph Marzetti.

Dayton:
Dr, William T. Ryan, AtBert Trimmer, Harry FInxe,
MAkiEy, Epwarp Mortrz.
Greenville, Ohio: JoHn F. Maner.
Xenia, Ohio: Francis A. Klein, who signs, “An everlasting friend

of. MeL”
From Mt. St. Mary’s Seminary, near Cincinnati:

Chas. Leo Brown.

From Akron, Ohio: Frank G. May.
From St. Vincent’s Seminary, near Pittsburg: Anoysius
From Connersville, Indiana:
Frank E. V. Meyer.

“The Best Two
Years of My
Life”

tion.”

C. J. Froh-

“IT. was fortunate enough

C. ANGEL.

only to be two years at St.

Mary’s, but I now realize that they were the best two years
of my life and ones I always think of with much satisfac-

Thus writes from Columbus, Ohio,

John M. Keegan, under the date

of November 16. John was an 8. M. I. boy from 1892 to 1894.
To his
special credit the Alumni Editor will say that our Old Boy is one of the
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few who realize that we are like the rest of the fraternity of newspaper men
and are always looking for a story, and we got it from him to our heart’s
content.
Of late years his experience has been mostly political.
In 1901 he was

appointed Chief Clerk in the office of the City Solicitor. Three years later
he accepted the position of Private Secretary to Congressman D. C. Badger,
from his district. This gave him the opportunity of spending two years in
Washington, where he had a very fine experience in governmental and con-

gressional work and had the pleasure of meeting several of the Brothers of
Mary, stationed at the Immaculate Conception School of that city.
His
position obliged him likewise to make extensive trips through the United

States, and a number of the Old Boys in New York, Chicago, Cleveland,
Cincinnati, and elsewhere, will remember the warm shake he gave them.
An unusual occurrence: he killed two birds with one stone, and whilst
fulfilling his other duties finished in the law course at Georgetown University during his stay in the national capital.
Congressman Badger was defeated in the late Roosevelt landslide, but
eight months after was elected Mayor of Columbus by a large majority, and

then reappointed our Johnnie his confidential Clerk and Secretary.

But

Mr. Keegan is still rising.
The latest is given us by a Columbus paper,
which in glaring headlines announces that he has just been promoted to the

very remunerative office of Secretary of the City Board of Health by a
unanimous vote of the Board.
John recently passed through Dayton as official stenographer of the
Bryan

Special on its three days’ tour in Ohio, but was unable to visit his

Alma Mater.
Of William Jennings Bryan, with whom he came in close
contact, he says that he found in him “a very congenial companion, a gifted
orator, and one of the most sincere men in his work in the Country.”
Well, there is no telling where our hustling Old Boy will stop. Visions
of the Presidential Chair are looming up before our eyes. And then when
he will meet Charlie Hollencamp, Pete and Johnny Kuntz, Leonard Doyle,
Jimmy Collins, Ben Moorman, Willie and George Sturn, and the others of
the historic Mayflower Baseball Team, we know how he will still be
“dee-lighted.” Ad altiora, Johnnie!

Our Gallery of
Alumni

It is still impossible for us to publish the third series of
St. Mary’s graduates. We have bushels of promises that
we are going to get their photos, but our faith is that of

the strict business man who believes only in the hard cash he has in hand.
The following cities harbor the guilty ones, and we hope that their fellowcitizens will help us to bring the tardy ones to task:

Cincinnati: Joseph B. Stagge, Theodore Wimberg, George Weber, Bernard Klimper, Edward McDonnell.
Escanaba, Mich.: George Powers, Edw. Yockey.
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Dayton, Ohio:
Wm. Wise, Elmer Bergk, Joseph Connors, Albert Moorman, John Burgmeier.
Milwaukee, Wis.: Edw. Yockey.
Springfield,,Ohio:
Thomas Cavanaugh.
Dunkirk, Ind.: John Hayes.
Richmond, Ind.: Edw. Lichtenfels.

Cleveland, Ohio: Thomas Cavanaugh, Bernard Kirchner.
Chicago: Edw. Lichtenfels, John Buremeier, Joseph Zorn.
Oshkosh, Wis.:
Elmer Bergk.
Philadelphia:
Albert Moorman.
Fort Totten, N. Y.: Joseph Zorn.

New York City: Bernard Kirchner.
The affection and esteem in which all our Old Boys, and especially our
Alumni, are held by their Alma Mater, will pardon, we hope, our tenacious
insistence.
D. Moran, ’07.
NUGGETS

Where Are the
Other Chair-

men?

= An Alumnus, on finding a blank postal addressed to the
= Alumni

Editor, writes:

:

“GREENVILLE, OHIO, January 5, 1907.

“DEAR Eprror:—I can’t recall just what this card was for, but it has
been on my desk for some time; so I have reached the conclusion that it
must be for the purpose of giving me an opportunity to tell you that I am

going to inaugurate, with the New Year, an earnest effort to take up with
the members of the Class of 1896 the work of assisting in furnishing
‘Alumni Hall”
It will be a wretched outrage if the old graduates of St.

Mary’s don’t take up this matter and push it through.
“Fraternally,
“JoHN F. MaHeEr.”

John F. has been appointed chairman of his class for the purpose of separating its fourteen members from the “precious” and turning the latter
into the “Alumni Hall Fund.”
Si’s the first we’ve heard from for a long
time. Somebody give those other chairmen another nudge.
“Send me a number of Exponents of the January issue.
| want to distribute them where they will do good for St.
Mary’s,” said a Hamilton Alumnus some time ago.
It is
always a special pleasure for us to satisfy such practical devotedness.
Advertising

From Across

the Brine

“NIVELLES, Betetum, December 24, 1906.

“My pear Eprror-tn-Curer:—A Merry Christmas and
a Happy New Year to you and your Associate Editors and

Business Managers. | shall remember you all in a special manner to-night
and to-morrow when kneeling before the manger of the holy Christ Child.
May He bless you for time and eternity.
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“T avail myself of this opportunity to thank you for so kindly sending us
THE

Exponent.

It will no doubt please you to know

that our Superior

General, the Very Reverend Joseph Hiss, is a regular reader and sincere
admirer of
EXPONENT
young ‘Old
the success

your splendid periodical.
is doing excellent work as
Boys.’ May God continue
your hearts desire and your

We all agree in thinking that THE
well at large as among the old and
to bless your efforts and give you all
labors so well deserve.

“We have admired the beautiful cuts referring to the great Feast of
Christmas. We understand those; but we fail to penetrate that mysterious
scene on page
aspirations.

404.

Our

Belgian

mice

are

far

from

having

such

high

“With renewed expression of good wishes for your welfare and the success
of your work, I am
“Yours very cordially,

“Bro. J. B. Kim.”
Brother Kim is registered on our books as having come to the Institute
from Pittsburg, Pa., in 1860.
Entering the Society of Mary, he became,

in later years, Inspector of the Brothers’ Schools in the United States, and
has lately been elected to the highest position attainable by any member of

the Order not a priest—that of Inspector General for the Brothers’ Schools
and Colleges all over the world.
We

thank Venerable Brother Kim

for his very kind words

and feel en-

couraged at the thought that we are doing some little good.
Alumni Hall,
Chapter III

The profound peace in which the “Alumni Hall Committee,” especially the Chairmen of the different classes

and the General Manager, have left Alumni Hall, was disturbed three times lately—December 22, January 4, and January 11 (See

our visitors’ record under those dates).

The two Chicago Alumni in par-

ticular, were rather inquisitive about Alumni Hall matters.
It was impossible for us to show them our artist, whom we saw later on comfortably
ensconced in an old shoe behind one of the radiators, seemingly watching
for another opportunity to earn a cheese dollar.

Sketched

on

January

11,

1907.

A. REGAN, 707.
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HONORS

Collegiate

FOR

DECEMBER

Department

Senior Letters
Charles Whalen, 94; Rex Emerick, 90
Junior Letters
:
William P. O’Connor, 99; Frank Morris, 99
Sophomore Letters... .../ Albert G. Zengerle, 97; Lawrence J. Scheidler, 96

Freshman Letters

Ralph Wollenhaupt, 97; Fred Grundtisch, 94

Senior Science
Junior Science

Daniel Moran, 97; John Zuber, 94
Frank Kemper, 95; Fred Hackman, 94

Sophomore Science
Freshman Science...
Business IT
Business I

Joseph Seidensticker, 95; Charles Wagner, 94

.

Fred Dister, 99; John Ohmer, 98
William H. O’Connor, 94; Charles O’Brien, 94
Bernard Whelan, 91; Paul Scheiber, 90
High

School

Fourth High
Third High
Second High
First High

Preparatory

Rr

Department

Ignatius Hart, 96; Lawrence Strattner,
August Janszen, 97; William Howe,
Joseph Burgmeier, 97; Robert Myers,
Robert Gray, 98; Harry Kampp,

sAPOe Sw

eee

93
96
97
97

Department

David Gerstner, 98; George Gonzalez, 97
Florenz Krumm, 95; Herman Kirschner, 94
ee ees
Edward Heeter, 94; Edward Kuntz, 93

CHRONICLE

The Christmas holidays, object of the sighs and longings of the students
for many weeks, have come and passed, and here we are again back to the
“old college.” Our Alma Mater is dear to us, but home, no one will gain-

say, is dearer still; the number of lads that have not felt at least a tinge of

homesickness in the past weeks, is small.
_ have

invented

an excellent

means

to cure

However our superiors at S. M. I.
homesickness,

blueness,

and

all

other “nesses, namely, the first term examination, which takes place during

the last week of January.
This is why in the busy hustle and bustle of
school work, we are forgetting that we were homesick.
Meanwhile with’
examination, basket-ball games, band-concerts, literary clubs, circles and
papers, and what not else, time is passing rapidly, and soon we will begin

_
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laying our plans for, the full enjoyment of the Easter vacation, which has
been granted us for the first time in 1907.

First Division

A banquet tendered to Coach Freshour closed the most
successful football season in the history of S.-M. I. An

elaborate seven-course spread was serv ed to sev enty guests,
in the large dining-room of Chaminade Hall.
After the good things had
been discussed the flow of soul began.
An address by the “Rev erend President of the Institute, acknowledging gratefully the services of our esteemed
football coach, was followed by the presentation of a silver loving-cup to
Dr. Freshour as a token of the esteem and gratitude of the athletic associations. The Doctor’s response was an eloquent tribute to the boys of S. M. I.
and proved how sincerely he had become attached to our Alma Mater in
the short time he had been in contact with us. Toasts were answeréd in
a most interesting manner by President Emerick, Manager Wenigman, Captain Schoen, and Messrs. Mahoney, Moran, Whalen, Schaefer, Regan, Monnig, Hilgerink, McDonald, and Carrig.
After the banquet an informal

reception was held in the “club.”

In the course of the evening Dr. Freshour

read an original poem on the 8S. M. I. football team.

Third Division

We found on our table a long and interesting paper, the
“Chronicle of the Third Division” by Arthur Zuber. It

reads like the stories of the “Golden Days,” as the following notes gleaned therefrom testify:
“Thursday, December 11, was a red-letter day in our annals.
Our kind
prefect, Bro. Frederick, had supplied us with two bushels of popcorn (on
the cob), five poppers, a big jug of molasses, salt, etc. Thus equipped we
sallied forth to the campus, and in a short time five groups had as many
fires blazing away cheerfully. At first, some met with dismal failure (and
black popcorn), but soon all ‘got wise,’ and joyous acclamations arose every
now and then as success was met with. Three hours later the popcorn and
molasses had disappeared as by enchantment, and, like grim old warriors,
with hands and faces blackened, besmeared, and flushed, we returned to the
study hall a tired but delighted crowd. Welcome, next ‘Popper’!
“On December 19, our Division Band gave its first concert in our club-

rooms.

It was a grand success.

Besides several numbers by the Band, the

program comprised the opening address by William

Cody, a violin solo by

our virtuoso, Louis Greif, and a comic recitation by John

Brand.

How

our

Band, many of the members of which are but beginners, was able to produce so splendid a program in so short a time, is a mystery to us. We are
grateful to all the members for the pleasure they gave us, and we hope to

have the pleasure often renewed.
“On our return after the holidays, we found that some one had been
thinking of us during our absence, for we met with agreeable surprises in

the study-hall and especially in the club-room.
the club-room for our first recreation, we seemed

Indeed when we entered
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“*To

look upon a world unknown,
On nothing we could call our own.’
The floor had been oiled, thus settling once for all the dust proposition, new
lights had been installed, various apparatus changed and remodeled, numerous additions made to our gymnastic equipment, and what pleased us most,
a basket-ball court had been laid out.
All this had been done under the
direction of Bro.- Frederick, assisted by our master mechanic Carl Rett,
both of whom we thank most heartily. In our newly furnished club-room,
we are afraid the winter will pass only too fast for the lovers of fun that

compose our division.”

Harry Kiefaber,

14, chronicler of the Fourth Division,

Fourth Division gives us the following
division :

items

of interest

concerning

his
|

On December 19, the famous Fife and Drum Corps, composed exclusively
of members of the Fourth Division, gave its first public entertainment in
the club-room of the division. Without doubt the hopes of all present were
more than satisfied; for the excellent renderings on both drum and fife

filled all with admiration for the sturdy little Corps.

Its members wish to

acknowledge the patient endeavors of their kind and devoted teacher,
Brother Louis Vogt, to whom their success is due in great part. The Fife
and Drum Corps consists*of the following members:
Drummers: H. Kiefaber, T. Macklin, and Walter Reitmeier; Fifers: M. Kuntz, A. Krantz,
W. Zuber, F. Holters, and Dudley Hall.
Jolly old Santa was not unmindful of us. After his servant Ruprecht
had performed some paddling stunts, Santa graciously distributed his presents.
And oh what presents!
If he had remained a few minutes longer
he probably would have seen some coming his way.
<A general good time
followed Santa’s departure.
When the supper-bell rang, one of the boys
who had received an automobile, steered the whole bunch to the dining-hall,
where the discussions on Santa’s merits and demerits (?) were continued.
Rumors are afloat in the division to the effect that Masters Edward
Kuntz and Edward Heeter seriously contemplate the establishment of a
club, to be called the “no-longer-tot” club, and the sole object of which will
be to protest against their being called in future the smallest boys of the

Fourth Division, since that dishonor was taken from them, a few days ago,

by the arrival in our midst of our cheerful little comrade,
Klin.

Attendance
Welcome,

Master Richard

We have been happy to find a good number of new faces
in our midst, after the Christmas holidays, especially in

the lower divisions of the boarding section of the Institute.
a hearty welcome to our newcomers!
May they find St. Mary’s

the ideal they were looking for, and

their college life.

may

they remain

with us to the end of

WILLIAM OBERMEIER, ’07.
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SOCIETIES

Owing to the fact that the sodality of the Third Division

Sodality

of the Non-Resident Students is composed, for the most
part, of new boys, the election of officers had to be post-

poned till a sufficient number of full members had been admitted.
the reception of December 8, the following officers were elected :
Prefect
Edward Hunkeler

Assistant
Secretary
Treasurer
Sacristan
Holy Name
Society

:

After

.

Robert Myers
Joseph Burgmeier
Aloys Trimbach
Harold Gray

A grand meeting of the Holy Name Society was to take
place on January 19, eve of the Feast of the Holy Name
of Jesus.

It had to be postponed to a later date, because

at present the Institute Chapel is not in condition for any solemn services
since it is entirely obstructed-by the scaffolding erected in view of the refrescoing. No date has been settled upon as yet, but it is probable that the
solemn meeting will take place some time in March.
It sometimes happens that our most sanguine hopes are

Peter’s Pence

haffled at the moment when they seem nearest realization.
Such has been our case for the December collection of the

Peter’s Pence Society. Having learned, by a three months’ experience, to
expect a new increase in the amount collected each successive month, we

had addressed an appeal to all the students, in our December issue, to round
up the total of $100.00 by January 1. But such was not to be the result.
Only $15.10 were collected. Three classes forgot the collection entirely,
only four had a higher average, and in all the other classes the average was
lower than in November. The leaders of the three departments are: Freshman, Letters, 11.6 cents; Third High, 8 cents, and Seventh Grade, 9 cents.
The Freshmen Letters class, though leading all the classes this month,
seems on the wane, its averages being in the last three months, successively,
30, 17, and 11 cents. On the other hand, after an attempt of three months,

the Third High seems to have awoke to its old-time generosity.
men of the Seventh Grade are always quite generous.

Our little

The grand total of

the year so far is $86.94, therefore $13.06 short of the one hundred dollar
mark we expected.
Wit1aM P. O’Connor, 708.
On December 10, the Juniors held another of their inter-

Phi Tau Sigma

esting meetings.

The members, however, were disappointed

by the postponement

of the debate, resulting from

a mis-

understanding on the part of the participants. A feature of the meeting
was the impromptu recitation of jokes and stories. John Costello surprised
his hearers with a thrilling railroad story, “Asleep at the Switch.”

Here-

after voluntary recitations will be a distinguishing feature of each meeting.

.
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Although the debate was postponed, the meeting was voted by all to have
been a success.
Sophomore
Dramatic Club)

The most elaborate program so far contrived by
Soph. Letters, was executed on December 18, when

the
the

banner meeting of the Sophomore Dramatic Club was held.
The members were honored by the attendance of the Rey. Vice-President of
the Institute, as well as Rev. A. Frische, their professor of last year, Bros.
Ryan, O’Reilly, Hart, Rush, Drufner, Banzer, Paff, Walter, and the officers

of the Sophomore Scientific Club. The opening address was made by President Jer. Costello. Francis Canny read an interesting history of the Club.
“The Leap for Life” was a stirring recitation by Leon Deger.

The debate:

“Resolved, ‘That traffic by steamboat is of more commercial value than by
the steam railway,” was decided in favor of the negative supported by Herbert Whalen and Chas. Hayes, though their opposition conducted by John
Georges and Ferd Koch was by no means weak. The event of the meeting
was the humorous recitation of “Hans Schnitzel” by Frank Wilberding.
The trial scene from “The Merchant of Venice” was enacted by the entire
class.
Pflaum as Shylock, A. Zengerle as Portia, and Francis Canny as

Gratiano surpassed the other members of the cast. After the regular program was completed, the Rev. Vice-President commended the students upon
their work and added a few timely counsels.
Father Frische was called
upon and delivered a lively oration concerning his old boys and their

progress.
remarks

Bro. Frank O’Reilly and Bro. John Ryan made some pleasant
on the Club’s success.

The meeting

adjourned with the general

feeling that the time had been pleasurably and profitably employed.
Freshman
Record

The December number of the “Freshman Record” is not
quite as satisfactory as the splendid November issue,
though it contains some well-written articles. The best in

the line of fiction are “The Adventures of a Blockade Runner,” by W.
Youngman, and “Revenge,” by Walter Norris. Gerald McKinney’s “Boyle
and His Law,” is the best contribution to the scientic department.
Rob
‘Hall and J. Schmitt furnished some original jokes, but the other contri-

butions of the joke-section were “as old as the hills.” J. Brand and H.
Sutter dispelled all tediousness from the reading of the paper, by their
comic recitations.

Courage, Record, all beginnings are hard.

It’s too soon

to lose courage at the second issue.
The feature of the New Year edition of “The Gem” is:
The Gem _ the collection of interesting illustrations by Edward Mack.
“The Hidden Treasure,” by Edward Hunkeler, is an inter-

esting and well-written story. With the assistance of Aug. Weissenberger,
Philip Fleck has made of the Class History very pleasant reading matter.

The reduced number and quality of the jokes is due, no doubt, to the blue-

ness occasioned by the passing away of the Christmas holidays.
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Since the last issue of THE EXPONENT, Paul O’Neill,
Carl Rett, Richard Scheiber, Clement Rossenbach, and
Herbert Schmiedecke were admitted as active members of
the S. M. I. Band.
;
Owing to illness at home, Paul Wenigman, the tuba player of the S. M. I.
Band, was unable to return for the opening of classes.
Paul O’Neill filled
the vacancy caused by Paul Wenigman’s absence, and did very well in his
first public appearance. Edward Janszen left his B flat Bass for a Baritone.
He gives promise of mastering his fine Baritone recently bought from Wurlitzer of Cincinnati. The Band also boasts of a new Bass Drum for Concert
work.
The musical programs rendered at the basket-ball games in January
showed a decided improvement in the Band’s work.
The members, handicapped by a two-week’s vacation, succeeded by serious practice in getting
into their old form in a week’s time.
S. M.I. Band

The members of the Third Division Band have shown
Division Bands creat progress with their new Band Books. The three DiviE
sion Bands, before leaving College at Christmas, rendered
interesting programs in their respective club rooms.
The Second Division
Band serenaded the Seniors, who cheered lustily for their Junior college
friends. At the next public appearance the active members of the Division
Bands

will be uniformed.

FRANK

Morris,

708.
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(Resident

Students)

Taken from the Dayton Daily News, December 13:

Wittenberg

The St. Mary’s basket-ball team surpassed the expecta-

tions of even its most sanguine admirers Wednesday night
by the ease with which they disposed of the quintet from Wittenberg College.
The Institute boys, before the game, were confident of winning, but none of

them predicted so overwhelming a score as 43 to 6. The Wittenberg lads
were simply outclassed by the Institute boys in all departments of the game.
St. Mary’s defense was too much for them and the ball, for far the greater

part of the time,
vidual star of the
contest was S. M.
game and during
Line-up :

was kept in S. M. I. territory.
Hilgerink was the indigame, throwing twelve field goals, but the feature of the
I.’s superb team work.
Tlie S. M. I. Band, before the
the intermission rendered a pleasing musical program.

St. Mary’s—43
Hilgerink
Pflaum
Mahoney
Schoen
Momsenbeob

ein
62 othe:

Officials—Referee,
scorer, McDonald.

S. M. I. vs.
Hamilton

Positions

Wittenberg—6

Ae
ta rs oy Baskerville
Ba Wa
D. Young, Harford
fe Paso a ol a ape ree
Stover
Ea Gis
A Ooe atc B. Young
pi CS tee
Sawyer

Emerick

and

Thomas;

timer,

Zuber ;
.

Taken from the Dayton Daily News, December 20:

In a fast and exciting game, the Models of Hamilton
were defeated by St. Mary’s Institute in the S. M. I. Gymnasium, by the score of 22 to 15. Both teams played fast and furious ball

from start to finish, and victory was in doubt until the referee’s whistle
announced the close of the game. Schoen, at guard, was the star of the S.

M.

L., and

bach.

was

ably assisted

by

Hilgerink,

Pflaum,

Mahoney,

Kirk, of Hamilton, put up a stellar game for the visitors.

and

Rossen-

The S. M.

I. Band entertained the crowd of 400 with a variety of musical selections

before and after the game.

Line-up:

THE

S. M.

St. Mary’s—22

Positions

Hilgerink

pe

Mahoney

Hamilton—15

estat potate edly sie Brannon

pA ve Tate Scots Shellhorn
ahi eis gate stsoes Jacobs
par
aa
a ayaa « Kirk
Win paresis
Bee a oye Ludeke
Emerick and Glass; timer, Zuber;
IPQ

Rossenbach
Officials—Referees,
scorer, McDonald.

S. M. I. vs.
Bethel High
School

I. EXPONENT

Taken from the Dayton Daily Herald, January 10:
St. Mary’s Institute easily defeated the basket-ball team
from Bethel last night in a game whose principal feature

was rough work. The visitors made up for their lack of skill by aggressiveness and the St. Mary’s five beat them at their own game. Prof. Peoples, for
Bethel, played a star game, while Hilgerink and Pflaum performed best for

S. M. I.

Schoen made several sensational goals from the center of the floor.

The following is the line-up and score:
St. Mary’s, 34; Bethel, 8.
S. M. I.—Hilgerink, left forward;

Pflaum,

right

forward;

Mahoney,

center ; Schoen, left guard; Rosenbach, right guard.
Bethel—Heide,

left

forward;

Peters,

right

forward;

Shroyer,

center;

Mehrer, left guard; Peoples, right guard.
;

Umpire, Emerick ; referee, Peoples; timekeeper, Zuber ; scorer, McDonald.

SECOND DIVISION (Resident Students)
BASKET-BALL

3d Division vs.

On December

13, the representative team of the Fourth

4th Division
Division played their first game.
As opponents in their
The basket-ball season opened in the Second Division.on Thursday, January 10. The following teams are competing for the pennant:
Stars—O’Neill (Capt.), Horstman, Freeman, Neary, Janszen,

Orr.
Superbs—Peak
man.

(Capt), Myers, Seidenstecker, Deis, Pulskamp,

Georges,

Young-

Excelsiors—Quigley (Capt), Sibila, Fleck, Gross, Schad, Walton, Plato.
Models—Topmoeller (Capt), Jacoby, Gallagher, Scheiber, Hall, Egan,

Wagner.
Invincibles—Mahoney
(Capt), Dister, Hermann, Kemper, Graham,
Heer, Kelly.
Leaders—Daugherty (Capt), Von der Hoya, Crossin, Hackman, Gunning, Koch, Wolf.

BASKET-BALL
C. ROSSENBACH
I.

MORRIS

W.
R.

W.

SCHOEN

TEAM

MAHONEY

F.

MARTIN

EMERICK

W.

W.

PFLAUM

HILGERINK

THE

S.

M.

I.

EXPONENT
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The outlook for this season is exceptionally brilliant, and the teams being

very evenly matched, a close race for the “rag” is expected. From this aggregation of stars a first-class team can be pees that will hold up the honor
of the Juniors before all comers.
F. Hackman, 708.

THIRD

DIVISION (Resident
BASKET-BALL

Students)

opening contest they chose a select quintet from the third
and fourth teams of the Third Division.
After a hard-fought battle, the
Third Division was victorious, winning by a score of 19 to 0.

A. Janszen and P. Quigley starred for the Third Division, the former
throwing four field baskets and one from the foul line; the latter, four
baskets from the field. M. Kuntz and E. Gross did the bulk of the work for
the Fourth Division. The line-up:
Third Division—19

Positions

bal

EK. Zangerle
1

hoaet

ers E. Gross

he eee aaa s Waginls J. Madigan
Con
eee aus
eyes C. Rapp
AEC

A. Janszen

Fourth Division—0

ei

(Capt.).....

ee aber be A. Kranz

BG Rie sles M. Kuntz,

(Capt.)

Umpire, W. Hilgerink; referee, R. Emerick; timer,
Zuber; scorer, G. Wilms.
Time of halves, 15 minutes.

3d Division

A.

On December 10, Brother Frederick Paff, prefect of the

Basket-Ball
Third
Division
Residents,
organized
two
basket-ball
League
leagues in the Division. The players are divided, according
to their abilities, into leagues A and B. All the games so far played have
been very exciting, as the teams are quite evenly matched.
The official
standing is as follows:

League A

Lost.

Per cent.

Capt.)

1

1,000

Eagles (E. Harpring, Capt.)
Pheasants (J. Wickham, Capt.)
Starlings (L. Clark, Capt.)

1
2
4

. 666
500
000

Lost.

Per cent.

Vultures

Won.

(C. Frederick,

League B

.

Swans

(J. Ernst, Capt.)

Cranes

(4. Friedrichs, Capt.)

Gulls

Storks

(R. Diaz,

Capt.)

(A. Janszen,

Capt.)

1,000
.500
. 250

-250

110

THE

Swans vs.
Cranes

S. M.

I. EXPONENT

The hardest contest ever fought on the basket-ball court
at St. Mary’s, took place between two Third Division
teams of League B. In order to decide the victory, it was

necessary to prolong the game one hour after the allotted time of the second
half.

Capt. J. Ernst, of the Swans, won the contest for his team by throwing a
field basket.

The line-up:

Swans—7

Positions

Cranes—5

...A. Friedrichs (Capt. )
J. Ernst (Capt.)
:
R. Castro
i
eee eae Py ss V. Stauder
A. Weisenberger
ot Sea Sra) 5 eo er earaen H. Ritter
P. Fleck
Be e
Wn ee rere J. Brand
Referee, H. Schmiedecke; umpire, A. Janszen; timekeeper,
M. Baumert; scorer, G. Wilms.
Joun C. WIcKHAM, 709.

FOURTH

DIVISION

(Resident

Students)

BASKET-BALL

On December 9, the Tigers met and defeated their fierce
opponents, the Dragons, ina terrific and well-contested
game of basket-ball. Time and again the ball was shot for
the basket, but the splendid work of the guards of both teams prevented
many baskets from being thrown. Line-up:
Basket-Ball

Tigers—6
H. Kiefaber
¥. Holters

SR

Dragons—3
elds Nadie «tap L. Drahmann
se Cae

Anas

H.

Kirschner

eats
es at

H. Schei

H. Huerkamp
PEE

T. Macklin (Capt.)

Le

recs

W. Kuntz

Referee, M. Kuntz; umpire, J. Madigan.
15 minutes.

(Capt.)

Time of halves,

On December 11, an interesting contest took place between the formidable
Crocodiles and the tiny Tadpoles. The poor Tadpoles were simply swallowed up by their merciless antagonists, i
sition. Line-up:

not ‘without defiant oppo-

THE

S. M. I. EXPONENT

Crocodiles—10
M. Curran

C. Koch

Tadpoles—O
C. Osterday

Bet Ge

T. Ducoing

(Capt.)

ep Sigs

ape eo
APU eGo

H. Shafer

I. Ducoing (Capt.)
sae J. Schaudecker

J. Windbiel
fied apa
a ee C. Weaver
Referee, C. Rapp; umpire, A. Kranz. Time of halves, 15
minutes.
The standing of the different teams of the Fourth
League is as follows:
Class A.
Young Deer (M. Kuntz, Capt.)
Wiideata. (W. Zuber, Capt.) ..5.. 2.35.
cuore (2 Mmaceiin, Capt); 00. os. .
Dragons (W. Kuntz, Capt.)
Class B.

Crocodiles
Tadpoles

.
é

Won.

(T. Ducoing, Capt. )
(1. Ducoing, Capt.)

Jazards (Rjprocge. Vapi.)
Giraffes (W. Heck, Capt.)

eee

Division Basket-Ball
Lost.
0

‘I
2
+
Lost.

1
2
1
2

Per cent.
1,000
.333
-500
. 200
Per

cent:

750
.333

. 667

.333
H. KieFraBeEr, 714.

THE

What

S. M.

Even

I. EXPONENT

the Wisest

THAT

Relish

EXAMINATION

Vacation’s past, and with it pleasure,
Sleighing, skating, times of leisure,
Christmas joys and jubilation
Fly before examination.
What’s the use of dreaming, sighing,
For the good times all a-flying ?
Down and work, forget your trouble!

Thinking only makes it double;
Yet that near examination
Like a specter’s visitation
Haunts me night-time, noon, and morning

Like a thing of dreadful warning.
On it comes;

a thing so dreary,

Bearing books that make me weary;
Books whose contents are a mystery

Full of vague and doubtful history.
A. ZENGERLE,
c

’09.

A

HIS

MISFORTUNE

Jimmie: “What cher cryin’ fur?”
;
Tommy : “A horse ran away and threw my brother out of his buggy, an—
an—an—he’s laid up for six months.”
Jimmie:
“Aw! that’s nothin’; my

he’s laid up for six years.”

brother ran away with a horse, an’

«
wae
AN

EPITAPH

William

Green,

Vain regrets !
Aged sixteen,
CIGARETTES!!!
wae
AFTER

Boarder I.:

THE

CHRISTMAS

“Don’t ery, John,

find consolation.”
Boarder II.: ‘“Where’s that ?”
Boarder I.:

“In the dictionary.”

VACATION

there’s one place where you can always

THE

S. M.

I. EXPONENT

GOLDEN

HAIR

For woman’s hair, so gold and fair,

What words of praise I’d utter!
But oh! how sick it makes you feel
To find it in the butter.
Be
A GREAT

George:
Jake:

MAN

“My brother had over fifty thousand men under him.”
“He must have been a great general.”

George:

“No, he was up in a balloon.”

a

wae
HIS

FIRST

ATTEMPT

An ambitious youth who answers to the name of Ding was determined to
write some poetry. He chose as subject “Evening.” After fifteen minutes
of scratching, he looked up and a happy smile lit up his face as he reread the
following :
The

sun is sinking hour by hour,

The shades of night are falling
As loudly from the old church tower
The supper bells are calling.

After this supreme effort he disturbed the quiet of the study by a suppressed whoop; then after deep reflection his pen was again set in motion.
The second stanza read:
The cows are coming from the mead,
The farmer from his labors,
The stars will soon the summons heed

And smile on all their neighbors.
“Gee! but that’s what I call poetry,” he mused.
‘Red.”

Won’t he be green with envy, though!”

masterpiece.
former efforts.

“I’ve got to show this to
And “‘Red” was shown the

This done, the poet went again to his seat and repeated his
The result read:

Soon will the silv’ry moon so bright
In the starry heavens rise,
Flooding the earth with heavenly light,.
But he could get no further. So he sat there tearing his hair and racking
his brain for a fitting end to his poetic masterpiece, until finally he had
exhausted himself, and his head dropped down

on his desk in sleep.

His

neighbor, wondering what it was that had caused Ding to show such unwonted energy, glanced over at the sleeper’s paper and saw the poetry.
saw, too, the missing line, so he added:

He

THE

S. M. I. EXPONENT

Soon will the silv’ry moon so bright,
In the starry heavens rise,
Flooding the earth with heavenly light,

While Ding in slumber lies.
ae
ET

TU,

GEORGIE

In the orchard
By the fallen
Georgie saw his
Then he had

with his hatchet,
cherry tree,
father coming ;
to twenty-three.
ae

THE

Henry:

“Why

REASON

do those Bethel

players have such large letters both on

the front and on the back of their shirts ?”
Tommy:
“Can’t you catch on? That’s a gag to prevent our boys from
telling which way the Bethel quintet are going.”
Ast
THEIR

COLORS

First Fresby:
“Say, why did the Sophs choose green and gold for their
colors ?”
Second Freshy:
“Why, I suppose the green is to represent their green-

ness, and the gold to show the yellow streak.”
ae

VOCIFEROUS
Somebody said “Mike”. is a good rooter because he wears loud socks.
Be
Nias

The Anderson, Ind., contingency wish to have it mentioned that they are
not to be held accountable for arriving behind time, as there is but one
train weekly passing through their native burg.
Se
HIS

TEACHERS

Willie:

“I wonder where John learned to dance.”

Teddy:

“Why, from his two-step-sisters, of course.”
ae
WENT

THROUGH

HIM

At the last basket-ball game one of the tots was hit on the head and the
bawl came out of his mouth.

THE
DEDICATED

TO

S. M.
THE

I. EXPONENT

“UNDERTAKER’S

DELIGHT”

(Apologies to Byron.)
Roll on, thou noisome, pond’rous auto—roll !

Ten thousand lives obstruct thy path in vain.
Blood marks thy ruinous courses—thy control

Stops not with gore; upon the asphalt plain
The run-downs are thy deed; nor doth remain
A solid bone—a greasy spot alone—
When of a sudden (this is daylight plain)

Man sinks beneath thy cumbrous body’s groan.
He’s hastened to the morgue as one “unknown.”
Be
LEFT

BEHIND

The train stopped at Squeedunk, and Pat got off for refreshments. Hearing the bell ring, Pat jumped up in time to see the train pulling out of the

depot. “Hould on,” he cried, as he ran after the train like a madman.
“Hould on, ye murderin’ ould stame injin. Ye’ve got a passenger on board

what’s left behind.”

we
WHAT

Percie:
Ferdie:
terms.”

HE

LEARNED

“Did your brother really learn anything while at college?”
“I should say so. He can now express his ignorance in scientific

THE

NZ
REASON

Frank:
“So your brother has become bankrupt?”
George:
“Yes. He tried to run a forty horse-power auto on a five horsepower salary.”
ae

“My labor is all in vein,” said the poor miner as he laid away his pick

after a hard day’s work.
GOOD

ae
ADVICE

“My friends, in your journey on the ocean of life, do not forget to take
passage in the best ship to be found, namely, friend-ship.”—(Quoted from
Dr. J. T. Banks’ “Thoughts.”’)
\
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Wayne

Good

when

Clothes

calling on

Advertisers

For all Good Work and

Home Phone 4165

Prompt Delivery, call

C. F. KING

The Gem City Laundry
618 South Jefferson Street

DAYTON, OHIO

THE TROY-PEARL
LAUNDRY CO..

John 1. Barlow & Co.
Wholesale

Main Office and Works

DRY

GOODS

10-32 Zeigler Street
(Opp. Main

$5 and 37 N. Main St.

DAYTON, OHIO

PHONES:
HoME—

7

H

St. Canal Bridge)

Home

E

2581,

2587

BELL—581, 587

Phone 38269

STOMPS - BURKHARDT
Manufacturers

of

Maker of Photographs

Dining Chairs, Rockers, Roman Chairs
and Odd Pieces

S. E. Cor. Main

DAYTON, OHIO
Smoking Articles

Smoking

HENRY

43 South Jefferson Street

Pipes, High

Grade Cigars

to

Most

the

and Leather Den Decorations

STORES

Home Phones: 40294505

Suit

DAYTON, OHIO

©. ALBERT

CIGAR

Clothing

and Second Sts,

Kindly mention THE

in Boxes of 12, 25, 50, 100

Particular

EXPONENT

Young

when

Man—R.

A.

DeWEESE.

calling on Advertisers.

M. COSTELLO,
President

R. T. JOHNSON,
Vice-President

A.

HASENSTAB

The NIXON & COSTELLO CO.

Wholesale Dealer in

Fresh Pork, Hams, Bacon
Shoulders, and Sausages

Manufacturers of

Bottle Wrappers

PATENT
PAPER

FAMILY

22 to 32 Sears Street

USED

LARD

A SPECIALTY

Corner Valley and Air Streets

DAYTON,

OHIO

Home

Plone 6291.

A. CAPPEL
Manufacturer

Umbrellas

RESIDENCE
Bell 1904
Home 6224

of

and

L. EDGAR ORENDORF

Parasols

Attorney-at-Law
Sells

at

Wholesale

139 E. Fifth

Prices

Street

in

41S.

DAYTON,

Retail

Main

Street

OHIO

Bell Phone 625

Home

Notary

Public

Phone 2625

Wo
MICHAEL

Fresco

Director

Embalmer’s License

No

Franklin St,

artists and

358 B.

DAYTON,

Perrine

Street.

DAYTON,

OHIO

Perfection

in Coffee.

Try a pound of our 20c. Coffee and convince yourself that it is the best sold in
Dayton for the price.
Both

107

Phones}

S.

ee

Jefferson

Kindly

C.D. KENNY

ee

Coffee

St.

Young
mention

CO.

Interior Decorators

25

131 W

SHERER

WALTER

Funeral

702 Conover Building
DAYTON, OHIO
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& MEADE,

Clothes

Arcade

DAYTON, OHIO

Desires

a continuance

of

your

patronage.

We have “Everything in Drugs.”’

Home

Phone 2204

SMARTSTILE CLOTHES.
The newest, best, and

nob-

biest things for Spring season,
1907,

are

Lere

in great

pro-

fusion.

The prices:

$10, $12, $15,

$18, $20:

We

give

all the styles and

fit you carefully.
We

are

Younc’s

sole
Hats,

agents
New

for

York’s

most popular hat, $3.New shirts, new

neckwear,

and Men’s Furnishings,

7° Fagle
20

and

Clothing Co.
22

East

DAYTON,

Third

St.

OHIO
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SUITS FOR

oo,

$15 00,
$20.00,
$25.00.
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